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BEVIS. 



CHAPTER I. 



NEW FORMOSA — BEVIS'S ZODIAC. 



They returned to the hut and prepared the kangaroo 
and the fish for boiling on the morrow ; the fish 
was to be coiled up in the saucepan, and the kan- 
garoo in the pot. Pan had the paunch, and with 
his great brown eyes glaring out of his head with 
gluttony, made off with it to his own private larder, 
where, after eating his full, he buried the rest. Pan 
had his own private den behind a thicket of bramble, 
where he kept some bones of a duck, a bacon bone, 
and now added this to his store. Here he retired 
occasionally from civilization, like the king of the 
Polynesian island, to enjoy nature, away from the 
etiquette of his attendance at court on Bevis and 
Mark. 
vol. m. -a 
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Next, Mark with one of the old axes they had 
used to excavate the store-room, cut a notch in the 
edge of the cave, where it opened on the hut, large 
enough to stand the lantern in, as the chest would 
be required for the raft. They raked the potatoes 
out of the ashes, and had them for supper, with a 
damper, the last fragment of a duck, and cold 
tea, like gold-diggers. 

Bevis now recollected the journal he had proposed 
to keep, and got out the book, in which there was 
as yet only one entry, and that a single word, 
" Wednesday." He set it on the table under the 
awning, with the lantern open before him. Outside 
the edge of the awning the moon filled the court- 
yard with her light. 

"Why, it's only Thursday now," said Mark. 
" We've only been here one full day, and it seems 
weeks." 

" Months," said Bevis. " Perhaps this means 
Wednesday last year." 

" Of course : this is next year to that. How we 
must have altered ! Our friends would not know 
us." 

" Not even our mothers," said Bevis. 

" Nor our jolly old mokes and governors." 

a Shot a kangaroo," said Bevis, writing ; " shot 
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a duck and a jack — No. Are they jacks ? That's 
such a common name ? " 

" No ; not jacks : jack-sharks." 

" No ; sun-fish : they're always in the sun." 

"Yes; sun- fish/' 

" Shot a sun-fish : saw two squirrels, and a 
heron, and four parrots — " 

" And a kingfisher — " 

"Halcyon/' said Bevis, writing it down — "a 
beautiful halcyon ; made a table and a sun-dial. I 
must go up presently and mark the meridian by the 
north star." 

" Saw one savage/' 

" Who was that ? " 

« Why, Charlie." 

" yes, one savage ; believe there are five 
thousand in the jungle on the mainland." 

" Seven thousand miles from anywhere. Put it 
down," said Mark. 

" Twenty degrees north latitude ; right. There, 
look ; half a page already ! " 

" We ought to wash some sand to see if there's 
any gold," said Mark — " in a cradle, you know." 

" So we did. We ought to have looked in the 
duck's gizzard ; tiny nuggets get in gizzards some- 
times." 

8 2 
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" Everything goes to the river beyond the weeds/' 
said Mark ; " that ought to be written." 

" Does everything go to the river ? " 

" Everything. While I was fishing I saw them 
all come back to Serendib from it." 

" We must make haste with the raft." 

" Like lightning," said Mark. 

" Let me see," said Bevis, leaning his arm on the 
table and stroking his hair with the end of the pen- 
holder. " There are blue gum trees, and palms, 
and banyans." 

" Reeds — they're canes." 

" Sedges are papyrus." 

" The big bulrushes are bamboos." He meant 
the reed mace. 

" Yes, bamboos. I've put it down. There ought 
to be a list of everything that grows here — cedars of 
course ; that's something else. Huge butterflies — " 

" Very huge." 
"Heaps of flies." 

" And a tiger somewhere." 

" Then there ought to be the names of all the 
fossils, and metals, and if there's any coal," said 
Bevis ; u and when we have the raft we must dredge 
up the anemones and pearl oysters, and — " 
" And write down all the fish." 
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" And everything. The language of the natives 
will be a bother. I must make a new alphabet for 
it. Look ! that will do for A " — he made a tiny 
circle ; " that's B, two dots." 

« They gurgle in their throats/' said Mark. 
"That's a gurgle/' said Bevis, making a long 
stroke with a dot over and under it \ " and they 
click with their tongues against the roofs of their 
mouths. No : it's awkward to write clicks. I 
know : there, CK, that's for click, and this curve 
under it means a tongue — the way you're to put 
it to make a click." 
" Click ! Click ! " 
" Guggle ! " 

" Then there's the names of the idols/' said Mark. 
"We'd better find some." 

" You can cut some," said Bevis ; " cut them with 
your knife out of a stick, and say they're models, 
as they wouldn't let you take the real ones. The 
names ; let's see — Jog." 
« Hick-kag." 

"Hick-kag; I've. put it down. Jog and Hick- 
kag are always quarrelling, and when they hit one 
another, that's thunder. That's what they say." 
" Noodles." 
" Natives are always noodles." 
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" But they can do one thing capital though/' 

" What's that ? " 

" Stick up together." 

"How? Why?" 

" If you take a hatchet and chop a big notch in 
them, they stick up together again directly." 

" Join up." 

" Like glue." 

"Then the thing is, how did the savages get 
here ? Nobody has ever been here before us ; now 
where did they come from ? There are sure to be 
grand ruins in the jungle somewhere," said Bevis, 
" all carved, and covered with inscriptions." 

" Huge trees growing on the top." 

" Magic signs chipped out on stones, and books 
made of string with knots instead of writing." 

Kaak ! kaak ! A heron was descending. The 
unearthly noise made them look up. 

" Are there any tidal waves ? " said Mark. 

"Sometimes — a hundred feet high. But the 
thing is how did they get here ? How did anybody 
ever get anywhere ? " 4 

" It's very crooked," said Mark, " very crooked : 
you can't quite see it, can you ? Suppose you go 
and do the sun-dial : I'm sleepy." 

" Well, go to bed ; I can do it." 
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meridian. Then he drew another from the mark 
where the shadow had fallen at four o'clock in the 
afternoon. The space between the two he divided 
into four equal divisions and drew lines for one, two, 
and three o'clock. They were nearly two inches 
apart, and having measured them exactly he added 
four more beyond, up to eight o'clock, as he thought 
the sun set about eight ; and then seven more on the 
other side where the shadow would fall in the morn- 
ing, as he supposed the sun rose about five. 

His hours, therefore, ranged from five till eight, 
and he added half lines to show the half-hours. 
When it was done the shadow of the gnomon 
touched the nine, bo he shouted to Mark that it was 
nine o'clock. He knew that his dial was not correct, 
because the hour lines ought to be drawn so as to 
show the time every day of the year, and his would 
only show it for a short while. 

How often he had drawn a pencil-mark along the 
edge of the shadow on the window-frame in the 
south window of the parlour ! In the early spring, 
while the bitter east wind raged, he used to sit in the 
old oak chair at the south window, where every now 
and then the warm sunshine fell from a break in the 
ranks of the marching clouds. Out of the wind 
the March sun was warm and pleasant, and while it 
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lasted he dreamed over his books, his Odyssey, his 
Faust, his Quixote, his Shakespeare's poems. 

About eleven the sunshine generally came, and he 
drew a line on the frame to mark the hour. But in 
two days the verge of the shadow had gone on, and 
at eleven left the pencil-mark behind. He marked 
it again and again, it went on as the sun, coming 
up higher and higher, described a larger ring. So 
with his pencil-lines on the window-frame he 
measured the spring and graduated the coming of 
summer, till the eggs in the goldfinch's nest in 
the apple-tree were hard set. From this he knew 
that his sun-dial was not correct, for as the sun 
now each day described a circle slightly less than 
before, the shadow too would change and the error 
increase. Still the dial would divide the day for 
them, and they could work and arrange their plans 
by it. 

Had they had the best chronometer ever made it 
would have been of no further use. All time is 
artificial, and their time was correct to them. 

Mark shouted that breakfast was ready, so he 
went down, and they sat at the table under the 
awning. 

" Pan's been thieving/' said Mark. " There was 
half a damper on the table last night, and it was gone 
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this morning, and two potatoes which we left, and 
I put the skin of the kangaroo on the fence, and 
that's gone — " 

" He couldn't eat the skin, could he ? " said 
Bevis. " Pan, come here, sir." 

" Look at him," said Mark, " he's stuffed so full 
he can hardly crawl — if he was hungry he would 
come quick." 

" So he would. Pan, you old rascal ! What have 
you done with the kangaroo skin, sir ? " 

Pan wagged his tail and looked from one to the 
other ; the sound of their voices was stern, but he 
detected the goodwill in it, and that they were not 
really angry. 

" And the damper ? " 

" And the potatoes ? And just as if you could eat 
leather and fur, sir ! " 

Pan put his fore-paws on Bevis's knee, and looked 
up as if he had done something very clever. 

" Pooh ! Get away," said Bevis, e< you're a false 
old rascal. Mark, cut him some of that piece of 
bacon presently." 

€t So I will — and Fll put the things higher up," 
said Mark. "Fll drive some nails into the posts 
and make a shelf, then you'll be done, sir." 

Pan, finding there was nothing more for him to 
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eat, walked slowly back to the fence and let himself 
fall down, 

" Too lazy to lie down properly," said Bevis. 

After breakfast they put up the shelf, and placed 
the eatables on it out of Pan's reach, and then 
taking their towels started for their bath. 

" It might have been a rat," said Mark ; " that 
looks gnawn." He kicked the jack's head which 
had been cut off, being shattered with the shot, and 
thrown down outside the gate. " But Pan's very 
full, else he would come/' for the spaniel did not 
follow as usual. So soon as they had gone the 
robin returned to the table, took what he liked, 
ventured into the hut for a minute, and then 
perched on the fence above Pan before returning to 
the wood. 

Bevis and Mark swam and waded to Serendib 
again. There was a light ripple this morning from 
the south-east, and a gentle breeze which cooled 
the day. They said they would hasten to construct 
the raft, so as to be able to shoot the waterfowl, 
but Bevis wanted first to try the matchlock with 
ball now he had fitted it with a sight. He fired 
three times at the teak-tree, to which Mark pinned 
a small piece of paper as a bull's-eye, and at thirty 
yards he hit the tree very well, but not the paper. 
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The bullets were all below, the nearest about four 
inches from the bull's-eye. Still it was much better 
shooting. 

He then loaded the gun with shot, and took it 
and a hatchet — the two were a good load — intend- 
ing to look in the wood for suitable timber, and 
keep the gun by him for a possible shot at some- 
thing. But just as he had got ready, and Pan 
shaking himself together began to drag his idle 
body after him, he thought Mark looked dull. It 
was Mark's turn to cook, and he had already got 
the fire alight under the teak. 

" I won't go," he said ; " I'll stop and help you. 
Things are stupid by yourself." 

" Pishing is very stupid by yourself," said 
Mark. 

"Let's make a rule," said Bevis. "Every- 
body helps everybody instead of going by them- 
selves." 

" So we will," said Mark, only too glad, and 
the new rule was agreed to, but as they could 
not both shoot at once, it was understood that in 
this the former contract was to stand, and each was 
to have the matchlock a day to himself. The pot 
and the saucepan, with the kangaroo and the jack 
were soon on, and they found that boiling had one 
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great advantage over roasting, they could pile on 
sticks and go away for some time, instead of having 
to watch and turn the roast. 

They found a good many small trees and poles 
such as they wanted not far from home, and among 
the rest three dead larches which had been snapped 
by a tornado. These dry trees were lighter and 
would float better than green timber. For the 
larger beams, or foundation of the raft, they chose 
aspen and poplar, and for the cross-joists firs, and 
by dinner-time they had collected nearly enough. 

It was half-past one by the sun-dial when Mark 
began to prepare the table \ Bevis had gone to haul 
the catamaran planks up to the place where the raft 
was to be built. Under one of the planks, as 
he turned it over, there was a little lizard ; the 
creature at first remained still as if dead, then not 
being touched ran off quickly, grasping the grass 
sideways with its claws as a monkey grasps a 
branch. With the end of a plank under each arm 
Bevis hauled these across to the other materials. 

This time they had a nicer meal than any they 
had prepared : fish and game ; the kangaroo was 
white and juicy, almost as white as a chicken, as a 
young summer rabbit is if cooked soon after it is 
shot. It is the only time indeed when a rabbit does 
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not taste like a rabbit. If you tasted a young one 
fresh shot in summer, you would not care to eat 
them in winter, and discover that the frost im- 
provement theory is an invention of poulterers who 
cannot keep their stock unless it is bitterly cold. 
There was sufficient left for supper, and a bone or 
two for Pan. The chopping they had done made 
them idle, and they agreed not to work again till 
the evening ; they lounged about like Pan till the 
time appointed to look for Charlie's signal. 

When they went up on the cliff it was a quarter- 
past three by the dial, so they sat down in the shade 
of the oak where the brambles behind would pre- 
vent their being seen against the sky line. After 
awhile Mark crept on all fours to the sun-dial, and 
said it was half-past three, and suddenly exclaimed 
that the time was going backwards. 

The shadow of the gnomon slipped the wrong 
way ; he looked up and saw a light cloud passing 
over the sun. Bevis had often seen the same thing 
in March, sitting by the southern window, when the 
shadow ran back from his pencil-line on the window- 
frame as the clouds began again to cover up the 
blue roof. Charlie was rather late to day, but he 
gave the signal according to promise : they saw him 
look a long while and then move away. 
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Presently, while Mark was preparing the tea, 
Bevis got the matchlock to practise again. They 
were always ready for tea, and it is a curious fact 
that those who live much out of doors and work 
hard, like gold-diggers abroad, and our own reapers 
at home labouring among the golden wheat, prefer 
it to anything while actually engaged and in the 
midst of their toil; but not afterwards. 

Bevis set up the rest in the gateway of the 
stockade, and took aim at the piece of paper pinned 
on the teak-tree, which was between fifty and sixty 
yards distant. Twice he fired and missed the teak : 
then he let Mark try, and Mark also missed ; and a 
third time he fired himself. None of the four 
bullets struck either the tree or the branches ; so, 
though they could hit it at thirty yards, they could 
not rely on their gun at sixty. 

Directly after tea they began to work again at the 
preparations for the raft, cutting some more poles 
and sawing up those they had already into the 
proper lengths. Sawing is very hard work, causing 
a continual strain upon the same muscles, with no 
change of position as possible while chopping, and 
they were obliged to do it by shifts, one working so 
long and then the other. The raft was to be twelve 
feet long and five wide. The beams for the founda- 
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tion gave them most trouble to procure, being 
largest, and not every tree was exactly the size they 
wished. 

They laboured on into the moonlight, which grew 
brighter every night as the moon increased, and did 
not cease till all the materials were ready ; the long 
beams of aspen and poplar placed side by side (on 
rollers) and near these short cross-pieces of fir with 
holes bored for the nails, then a row of long fir 
poles, and the short lengths of plank to form 
the deck. Everything was just ready for fitting 
together. It cost them some self-denial to wait till 
all was thus prepared instead of at once beginning 
to nail the frame together. 

There is something in driving in a nail tempting 
to the wrist ; when the board is ready, the gimlet- 
hole made, and the hammer at hand, the physical 
mind desires to complete the design. They resisted 
it, because they knew that they should really com- 
plete the raft much quicker by getting every por- 
tion of the frame ready before commencing to fix it. 
They did not recognize how tired they were till they 
started for the hut ; their backs, so long bent over 
the sawing, had stiffened in that position, and pained 
them as they straightened the sinews to stand 
upright ; their fingers were crooked from continually 
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grasping the handles ; they staggered about as they 
walked, for their stiff limbs were not certain of 
foothold, and jerked them where the ground was 
uneven. 

Mark sat down to light the fire in the courtyard, 
for they wanted some more tea ; Bevis sat by him. 
They were dog-tired. Looking in the larder to 
lay out the supper, Mark saw the mushrooms 
which had been forgotten ; he hunted out the grid- 
iron, and put two handsful of them on. Now the 
sight of these savoury mushrooms raised their faint- 
ing spirits more than the most solid food, and they 
began to talk again. While these were doing, Bevis 
cut Pan a slice of the cooked bacon on the shelf; it 
was rather fat, and pampered Pan, after mumbling 
it over in his chops, carried it just outside the fence, 
and came back trying to look as if he had eaten it. 

With the mushrooms they made a capital supper, 
but they were still very tired. Bevis got out his 
journal, but he only wrote down " Friday/' and 
then put it away, remarking that he must soon 
write a letter home. Even cards could not amuse 
them, they were so tired ; but the cry of a heron 
roused Bevis a little, and he took the matchlock 
and loaded it with shot, to see if he could shoot it 
and get the plumes. 
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" Heron's plumes were thought a good deal of in 
our day where we lived, you know. Didn't the 
knights use to wear them ? " he said. " Herons are 
very hard to shoot/' 

Mark came with him and the spaniel, and they 
walked softly down the path, now well-worn, and 
peered over the moonlit water, but the heron was not 
on the island, nor in sight. He was probably on 
some of the lesser islets among the shallows, so they 
returned home and immediately went to bed, quite 
knocked up. Pan curled round by the bedside for 
about an hour, then he got up and slipped out under 
the curtain into the moonlight. 

In the morning when they went to bathe there 
was a mist over the water, which curled along 
and gathered thicker in places, once quite hiding 
Serendib, and then clearing away and drawing 
towards the unknown river. The water was very 
warm. 

They then began to nail the raft together. On 
the long thick beams they placed short cross-pieces 
of fir close together and touching ; over these long 
poles of fir lengthways, also touching ; lastly, short 
planks across making the deck. There were thus 
four layers, for they knew that rafts sink a good 
deal and float deep, especially when the wood is 
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green, as you may see a bough, or a tree trunk in 
the brook quite half immersed as it goes by on the 
current. It was built on rollers, because Bevis, 
consulting his book, read how Ulysses rigged his 
vessel : — 

And roll'd on levers, lannch'd her in the deep. 

And, reflecting, he foresaw that the raft being so 
heavy would be otherwise difficult to move. 

The spot where they had built her was a little 
below where Bevis leaped on shore on the evening 
of the battle. The ground sloped to the water, 
which was rather deep. By noon the raft was 
ready — for they had decided to complete the rigging, 
bulwarks, and fittings when she was afloat — and 
with levers they began to heave her down. 

She moved slowly, rumbling and crushing the 
rollers into the sward. By degrees with a " Yeo ! 
Heave-ho I" at which Pan set up a barking, the 
raft approached the water, and the forward part 
entered it. The weight of the rest prevented the 
front from floating, forcing it straight under the 
surface till the water rose a third of the way along 
the deck. 

"Yeo! Heave-ho!" 

Yow- wow-wow ! Pan, who had been idle all the 
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morning lying on the ground, jumped, round and 
joined the chorus. 

" Now ! Heave-ho ! She's going ! Now ! " 

« Stop ! " 

« Why ? " 

" She'll slip away — right out ! " 

« So she will" 

" Run for a rope." 

"All rights 

Mark ran for a piece of cord from the hut. The 
raft as it were hung on the edge more than half in 
and heaving up as the water began to float her, and 
they saw that if they gave another push she would 
go out and the impetus of her weight would carry 
her away from the shore out of reach. Mark soon 
returned with the cord, which was fastened to two 
stout nails. 

« Ready ? " 

"Go!" 

One strong heave with the levers and the raft 
slid off the last roller, rose to the surface, the water 
slipping off the deck each side, and floated. 
Seizing the cord as it ran out, they brought her to, 
and Mark instantly jumped on board. He danced 
and kicked up his heels — Pan followed him and ran 
round the edge of the raft, sniffing over at the water. 

VOL. III. d 
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The raft floated first-rate, and the deck, owing to 
the three layers under it, was high above the surface. 
These layers, too, gave the advantage that they 
could walk to the very verge without depressing it 
to the water. Mark got off and held the cord while 
Bevis got on, then they both shouted, " Serendib ! " 
They pushed off with long poles, like punting, 
Pan swam out so soon as they had started, and was 
hauled on board. A short way from shore the 
channel was so deep the poles would not reach the 
bottom, but the raft had weigh on her and con- 
tinued to move, and paddling with the poles they 
kept up the slow movement till they reached the 
shallows. Thence to Serendib they poled along, 
one each side. The end of the raft crashed in 
among the willow boughs, and the jerk as it 
grounded almost threw them down. Pan leaped 
off directly, and they followed, fastening the raft by 
the cord or painter to the willows. 

* € Nothing but blue gums," said Mark, who led 
the way. " What are these ? " pointing to the 
wild parsnips or " gix " which rose as high as their 
heads, with hollow-jointed stalks and broad heads 
of mmute white flowers. 

It's a new kind of bamboo," said Bevis. 
Listen ! Pan's hunting out the moorhens again. 
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This is some kind of spice — you sniff — the air is 
heavy with the scent, just as it always is in the 
tropics." 

As they pushed along they shook the meadow- 
sweet flowers which grew very thickly, and the 
heavy perfume rose up. In a willow stole or blue 
gum Mark found the nest of a sedge bird, but 
empty, the young birds hatched long since. 

"Mind you don't step on a crocodile/' said Mark, 
"you can't see a bit/' 

The ground was so matted with vegetation that 
their feet never touched the earth at all, they 
trampled on grasses, rushes, meadow-sweet, and 
triangular fluted carex sedges. Sometimes they ap- 
proached the shore and saw several empty nests of 
moorhens and coots, but just above the level of the 
water. Sometimes their uncertain course led them 
in the interior to avoid thickets of elder. If they 
paused a moment they could hear the rustling as 
water-fowl rushed away. Pan had gone beyond 
hearing now. Presently they came on a small pool 
surrounded with sedges — a black-headed bunting 
watched them from a branch opposite. 

"No fish," said Bevis: they could see the 
bottom of the shallow water. " Herons and king- 
fishers have had them of course." 

d 2 
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Crashing through the new bamboos they at last 
reached the southern extremity of the island, where 
the shallow sea was covered with the floating leaves 
of weeds, over which blue dragon-flies flew to and 
fro. 

" Everything's gone to the river again/' said 
Mark; "and where's Pan? He's gone too, I dare 
say." 

A short bark in that direction in a few minutes 
made them look at an islet round which reed-mace 
rose in a tall fringe, and there was Pan creeping up 
out of the weeds, dragging his body after him on to 
the firm ground. He set up a great yelping on 
the islet. 

t€ Something's been there," said Bevis. " Perhaps 
it's the thing that makes the curious wave. Pan ! 
Pan ! " — whistling. Pan would not come : he was 
too excited. " We must come here in the evening," 
said Bevis, " and make an ambush. There's heaps 
of moorhens." 

As there was nothing else to see on Serendib 
they worked a way between the blue gums back 
to the raft, and re-embarked for New Formosa. 
Just before they landed Pan dashed into the 
water from Serendib and swam to them. He 
did not seem quite himself, he looked as if he had 
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done something out of the common and could not 
tell them. 

"Was it a crocodile?" said Mark, stroking 
him. Pan whined, as much as to say, " I wish I 
could tell you," and then to give vent to his excite- 
ment he rushed into the wood. 
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CHAPTER III. 

NEW FORMOSA — NO HOPE OF RETURNING. 

After fastening the raft they returned towards the 
hut, for they were hungry now, and knew it was late, 
when Pan set up such a tremendous barking that 
they first listened, and then went to see. The noise 
led them to the green knoll where the rabbit 
burries were, and they saw Pan running round 
under the great oak] thickly grown with ivy, in 
which Bevis had seen'the wood-pigeons alight. 

They went to the oak, it was very large and old, 
the branches partly dead and hung with ivy ; they 
walked round and examined the ground, but could 
see no trace of anything. Mark hurled a fragment 
of a dead bough up into the ivy, it broke and came 
rustling down again, but nothing flew out. There 
did not seem to be anything in the tree. 

"The squirrels," said Bevis, suddenly remem- 
bering. 
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" Why, of course/' said Mark. " How stupid of 
us — Pan, you're a donk." 

They left the oak and again went homewards : 
now Pan had been quite quiet while they were 
looking on the ground and up into the tree, but 
directly he understood that they had given up the 
search he set up barking again and would not follow. 
At the hut Bevis went in to cut some rashers from 
the bacon which had not been cooked and Mark 
ran up on the cliff to see the time. 

It was already two o'clock — the work on the raft 
and the voyage to Serendib had taken up the 
morning. Bevis showed Mark where some mice 
had gnawn the edge of the uncooked bacon which 
had been lying in the store-room on the top of a 
number of things. Mark said once he found a 
tomtit on the shelf pecking at the food they had 
left there, just like a tomtit's impudence ! 

"Rashers are very good," said Bevis, "if you 
haven't got to cook them." It was his turn, and he 
was broiling himself as well as the bacon. 

" Macaroni eats his raw," said Mark. They had 
often seen John Young eating thick slices of raw 
bacon in the shed as he sat at luncheon. " Horrible 
cannibal — he's worse than Pan, who won't touch it 
cooked." 
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He looked outside the gate — there was the slice of 
the cooked bacon Bevis had cut for the spaniel 
lying on the ground. Pan had not even taken the 
trouble to put it in his larder. Bat something else 
had gnawn at it. 

" A rat's been here/' said Mark. " Don't you 
remember the jack's head ? " 

" And mice in the cave/' said Bevis 

" And a tomtit on the shelf." 

" And a robin on the table." 

" And a wagtail was in the court yesterday." 

" A wren comes on the stockade." 

" Spiders up there/' said Mark, pointing to the 
corner of the hut where there was a web. 

" Tarantulas/' said Bevis, " and mosquitoes in 
the evening." 

"Everything comes to try and eat us up/' said 
Mark. 

The moment man takes up his residence all the 
creatures of the wood throng round him, attracted 
by the crumbs from his hand, or the spoil that his 
labour affords. Hawks dart down on his poultry, 
weasels creep in to the hen's eggs> mice traverse 
the house, rats hasten round the sty, snakes come 
in for the milk, spiders for the flies, flies for the 
sugar, toads crawl into the cellar, snails trail up the 
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wall, gnats arrive in the evening, robins, wrens, 
tomtits, wagtails enter the courtyard, starlings and 
sparrows nest in the roof, swallows in the chim- 
ney, martins under the eaves, rabbits in the 
garden among the potatoes — a favourite cover 
with all game — blackbirds to the cherry-trees, 
bullfinches to the fruit-buds, tomtits take the very 
bees even, cats and dogs are a matter of course, still 
thev live on man's labour. 

The sandy spot by the cliff had not been fre- 
quented by anything till the cave was made and the 
hut built, and already the mice were with them, 
and while Mark was saying that everything came to 
eat them up a wasp flew under the awning and 
settled on the table. 

" Frances ought to do this/' said Bevis, hot and 
cross, as amateur cooks always are. " Here, give me 
some mushrooms, they'll be nice. Don't you wish 
she was here ? " 

" Frances ! " said Mark in a tone of horror. 
"No, that I don't!" 

In the afternoon they did nothing but wait for 
Charlie's signal, which he faithfully gave, and then 
they idled about till tea. Pan did not come back 
till tea, and then he wagged his tail and looked 
very mysterious. 
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" What have you been doing, sir?" said Bevis. 
Pan wagged and wagged and gobbled up all the 
buttered damper they gave him. 

u Now, just see," said Mark. He got up and cut 
a slice of the cold half-cooked bacon from the shelf. 
Pan took it, rolled his great brown eyes, showing 
the whites at the corners, wagged his tail yery 
short like the pendulum of a small clock, and 
walked outside the gate with it. Then he came 
back and begged for more buttered damper. 

After tea they worked again at the raft, putting 
in the bulwarks and carried the chest down to it 
for the locker. For a sail they meant to use the 
rug which was now hung up for an awning, and to 
put up a roof thatched with sedges in its place. 
The sun sank before they had finished, and they 
then got the matchlock — it was Mark's day — and 
went into ambush by the glade to see if they could 
shoot another rabbit. Pan had to be tied and hit 
once or twice, he wanted to race after the squirrels. 

They sat quiet in ambush till they were weary, and 
the moon was shining brightly, but the rabbits did 
not venture out. The noise Pan had made barking 
after the squirrels had evidently alarmed them, and 
they could not forget it. 

" Very likely he's been scratching at the burries 
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too/* whispered Bevis, as the little bats flew round 
the glade, passing scarcely a yard in front of them 
like large flies. " He shan't leave us again like he 
did this afternoon." 

It was of no use to stay there any longer, so they 
went quietly round the shore of the island, and 
seeing something move at the edge of the weeds, 
though they could not distinguish what, for the 
willow boughs hung over, Mark aimed and fired. 
At the report they heard water-fowl scuttling away, 
and running to the spot Pan brought out two 
moorhens, one quite dead and the other wounded. 

" There," said Bevis, t€ youVe shot every single 
thing." 

" Well, why don't you use shot ? — you'll never kill 
anything with bullets." 

"But I will," said Bevis; " I will hit something 
with bullets. The people in India can hit a sparrow, 
why can't I ? It's my turn to-morrow." 

But after supper, bringing out his journal, he 
found to-morrow was Sunday. 

" No, I can't shoot till Monday. Mamma would 
not like shooting on Sunday." 

u No — nor chopping." 

" No," said Bevis, " we musn't do any work." 

All the while they were on the island they were, 
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in principle, disobedient, and crossing the wishes of 
the home authorities. Yet they resolved not to 
shoot on the Sunday, because the people at home 
would not like it. When Bevis had entered the 
launching of the raft and the voyage to Serendib in 
the journal, they skinned the moorhens and pre- 
pared them for cooking. 

" This cooking is horrible," said Mark. 

" Hateful," said Bevis ; " I told you we ought to 
have Frances." 

t€ ! no ; she would want her own way. She 
wants everything just as she likes, and if she can't 
have it, she won't do anything." 

" There, it's done," said Bevis. " What we want 
is a slave." 

"Of course — two or three slaves, to work and 
chop wood, and fetch the water." 

" Hit them if they don't," said Bevis. 

« Like we hit Pan." 

" Tie them to a tree and lash them." 

« Hard." 

" Harder." 

u Great marks on their backs." 
Howling ! " 
Jolly ! " 

They played two games at bezique under the 
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awning, and drank the last drop of sherry mixed 
with water. 

" Everything's going/' said Bevis. " There's no 
more sherry, and more than half the flour's gone, 
and Pan had the last bit of butter on the damper 
at tea — " 

" There ought to be roots on the island/' said 
Mark. " People eat roots on islands." 

"Don't think there are any here," said Bevis. 
" This island is too old for any to grow ; it's like 
Australia, a kind of grey-bearded place with nothing 
but kangaroos." 

Soon afterwards they drew down the curtain and 
went to sleep. As usual, Pan waited till they were 
firm asleep, and then slipped out into the moonlight. 
He was lounging in the courtyard when they got 
up. By the sun-dial it was eight, and having had 
breakfast, and left the fire banked up under ashes 
— wood embers keep alight a long time like that — 
they went down to bathe. 

" How quiet it is ! " said Mark. "I believe it's 
quieter." 

" It does seem so," said Bevis. 

The still water glittered under the sun as the 
light south-east air drew over it, and they could hear 
a single lark singing on the mainland, somewhere 
out of sight. 
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" Somehow we can swim ever so much better here 
than we nsed to at home," said Mark, as they were 
dressing again. 

"Ever so much/' said Bevis; "twice as far." 
This was a fact, whether from the continuous oat- 
door Hfe, or from greater confidence now they were 
entirely alone. 

" How I should like to punch somebody ! " said 
Mark, hitting out his fist. 

st My muscles are like iron/' said Bevis, holding 
out his arm. 

" Well, they are hard/' said Mark, feeling Bevis's 
arm. So were his own. 

" It's living on an island," said Bevis. " There's 
no bother, and nobody says you're not to do any- 
thing." 

"Only there's the potatoes to clean. What a 
nuisance they are ! " 

They began to dimly perceive that, perhaps, after 
all, women might be of some use on the earth. They 
had to go back to the hut to get the dinner ready. 

" The rats have been at the potatoes," said Bevis. 
« Just look ! " 

Mark came, and saw where something had gnawn 
the potatoes. 

" And lots are gone," he said. " I'm sure there's 
a lot gone since yesterday." 
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" Pan, why don't you kill the rats ? " cried Bevis. 
Pan looked up, as much as to say, " Teach me my 
business, indeed." 

" Bother ! " said Mark. 

" Bother ! " said Bevis. 

« Hateful ! " 

" Yah ! " They flung down knives and potatoes. 

** Would the raft be wrong on Sunday ? " 

" Not if it was only a little bit," said Bevis. 

" Just to Pearl Island ? " 

" No— that wouldn't hurt." 

"Let the cooking stop." 

« Come on." 

Away they ran to the raft, and pushed off, making 
Pan come with them, that he should not disturb the 
rabbits again. The spaniel was so lazy, he would 
not even follow them till he was compelled. He 
sat gravely on the raft by the chest, or locker, while 
they poled along the shore, for it was too deep to 
pole in the middle of the channel. But at the 
southern end of New Formosa the water shoaled, 
and they could leave the shore. One standing one 
side, and one the other, they thrust the raft along 
out among the islets, till they reached Pearl Island, 
easily distinguished by the glittering mussel shells. 

A summer snipe left the islet as they came near, 
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circled round, and approached again, but finding 
they were still there, sought another strand. Pan 
ran round the islet, sniffing at the water's edge, 
and then, finding nothing, returned to the raft and 
sat down on his haunches. The water on one side 
of Pearl Island was not more than four or five inches 
deep a long way out, and it was from this shelving 
sand that the crows got the mussels. They carried 
them up on the bank and left the shells, which fell 
over open, and the wind blew the sand into them. 
They found one very large shell, a span long, and 
took it as spoil. 

There was nothing else but a few small fossils 
like coiled snakes turned to stone. Next they poled 
across to the islet off the extremitv of Serendib, 
where Pan had made such a noise. To get there 
they had to go some distance round, as it was so 
shallow. They poled the raft in among the reed- 
mace or bamboos, which rose above their heads out 
of the water besides that part of the stalk under 
the surface. The reed-mace is like a bulrush, but 
three times as tall, and larger. They cut a number 
of these as spoils, and then landed. Pan showed a 
little more activity here, but not much. He sniffed 
round the water's edge, but soon returned and 
stretched himself on the raft. 
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"He can't smell anything here to-day/' said 
Bevis. " There's a halcyon." 

A kingfisher went by, straight for New Formosa. 
The marks of moorhens' feet were numerous on the 
shore and just under water, showing how calm it 
had been lately, for waves would have washed up 
the bottom and covered them. The islet was very 
small, merely the ridge of a bank, so they pushed 
off again. Passing the bamboos, they paused and 
looked at them — the tall stalks rose up around as if 
they were really in a thicket of bamboo. 

" Hark ! " 

They spoke together. It was the stern and 
solemn note of a bell tolling. It startled them in 
the silence of the New Sea. The sound came from 
the hills, and they knew at once it was the bell at 
the church big Jack went to. The chimes, thin 
perhaps and weak, had been lost in the hills, but the 
continuous toll of the five minutes bell penetrated 
through miles of air. So in the bush men call each 
other by constantly repeating the same hollow note, 
" cooing," and in that way the human voice can be 
heard at an extraordinary distance. Bach wave of 
sound drives on its predecessor, and is driven by 
the wave that follows, till the widening circle strikes 
the shore of the distant ear. 

VOL. III. E 
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"Ship's bell," said Bevis presently, as they 
listened. "In these latitudes the air is so clear 
you hear ships' bells a hundred miles." 

" Pirates ? " 

" No ; pirates would not make a noise." 

" Frigate ? " 

" Most likely." 

"Any chance of our being taken off and res- 
cued ? " 

" Not the least/' said Bevis. " These islands are 
not down on any chart. She'll be two hundred 
miles away by tea-time. Bound for Kerguelen, 
perhaps." 

"We shall never be found/' said Mark. "No 
hope for us." 

"No hope at all/' said Bevis. They poled 
towards Serendib, intending to circumnavigate that 
island. By the time they had gone half-way, the 
bell ceased. 

" Now listen," said Mark. " Isn't it still ? " 

They had lifted their poles from the water, and 
there was not a sound (the lark had long finished), 
nothing but the drip, drip of the drops from the 
poles, and the slight rustle as the heavy raft dragged 
over a weed. . They could almost hear the silence, 
as in the quiet night sometimes, if listening intently, 
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you may hear a faint rushing, the sound of your 
own blood reverberating in the hollow of the ear ; 
in the day it needs a shell to collect it. 

"It is very curious/' said Bevis. " But we have 
not heard a sound of anybody till that bell." 

" No more we have." 

There had been sounds quite audible, but absorbed 
in their island life they had not heard them. To-day 
they were not busy. The recognition of the silence 
which the bell had caused seemed to widen the 
distance between them and home. 

" We are a long way from home — really/' said 
Bevis. 

* 

" Awful long way/' 

" But really ? " 

" Of course — really. It feels farther to-day/' 

They could touch the bottom with their poles all 
the way round Serendib, but as before, in crossing 
to New Formosa, had to give a stronger push on 
the edge of the deep channel, to carry them over to 
the shallower water. It was too late now to cook 
the moorhens, and they resolved to be contented 
with rashers, and see if they could not get some 
more mushrooms. Directly they got near the hut, 
Pan rushed inside the fence and began barking. 
When they reached the place he was sniffing round, 
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and every now and then giving a sharp short bark, 
as if he knew there was something, but could not 
make it out. 

" Rats," said Mark, " and they've taken the bacon 
bits Pan left outside the gate/' 

Pan did not trouble any more when they came in. 
After preparing the rashers, and looking at the 
sun-dial, by which it was noon, Bevis went to look 
for mushrooms on the knoll, while Mark managed 
the dinner. Bevis had to go round to get to the 
knoll, and not wishing to disturb the rabbits more 
than necessary, made Pan keep close to his heels. 

But when he reached the open glade, Pan broke 
away, and rushing towards the ivy-clad oak, set up 
a barking. Bevis angrily called him, but Pan 
would not come, so he picked up a stick, but instead 
of returning to heel, Pan dashed into the underwood, 
and Bevis could hear him barking a long way across 
the island. He thought it was the squirrels, and 
looked about for mushrooms. There were plenty, 
and he soon filled his handkerchief. As he ap- 
proached the hut, Mark came to meet him, and said 
that happening to look on the shelf he had missed 
the piece of cooked bacon left there, — had Bevis 
moved it ? 
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CHAPTER IV. 

NEW FOBMOSA— SOMETHING HAS BEEN TO THE HUT. 

"No," said Bevis. "I left it there last night; 
don't you remember I cut a piece for Pan, and he 
would not eat it ? " 

"Yes; well, it's gone. Come and see." 

They went to the shelf — the cooked bacon was 
certainly gone ; nor was it on the ground or in any 
other part of the hut or cave. 

Pan must have dragged it down/' said Bevis ; 

and yet it's too high, and besides, he didn't care 
for it." 

"He could not jump so high," said Mark. 
" Besides, he has been with us all the time." 

" So he has." They had kept Pan close by them, 
ever since he disturbed the kangaroos so much. 
" Then, it could not have been Pan." 

"And I don't see how rats could climb up, 
either," said Mark. " The posts " (to which the shelf 
was fixed) "are upright — J 
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" Mice can run up the leg of a chair," said Bevis. 

" That's only a short way; this is — let me see — 
why it's higher than your shoulder." 

" If it was not Pan, nor rats, what could it be ? " 
said Bevis. 

" Something's been here," said Mark ; " Pan 
could smell it when he came in." 

" Something was up in the oak," said Bevis, 
" and now he's gone racing right to the other end 
of the island." 

" Something took the bit of bacon on the ground." 

" And gnawed the jack's head." 

s( And had the piece of damper." 

" And took the potatoes." 

" Took the potatoes twice — the cooked ones and 
the raw ones." 

" It's very curious." 

" I don't believe Pan could have jumped up — he 
would have shaken the other things off the shelf, 
too, if he had got his great paws on." 

" It must have been something," said Bevis ; 
" things could not go off by themselves." 

" There's something in the island we don't know," 
said Mark, nodding his head up and down, as was 
his way at times when upset or full of an idea. 

" Lions ! " said Bevis. " Lions could get up. 
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" We should have heard them roar." 

« Tigers ? " 

" They would have killed Pan." 

" But you think there's one in the reeds." 

" Yes, but he did not come here." 

« Boas ? " 

" No/' 

« Panthers?" 

"No." 

" Something out of the curious wave you saw ?" 

" Perhaps. Well, it is curious now, isn't it ?" said 
Mark. " Just think ; first, Pan could not have had 
it, and then rats could not have had it, but it's gone." 

" Pan, Pan," shouted Bevis sternly, as the spaniel 
came in at the gateway hesitatingly,; " come here." 
The spaniel crouched, knowing that he should have 
a thrashing. 

"See if anything's bitten him," said Mark. 
" What have you been after, sir ? " 

He examined Pan carefully ; there were no signs 
of a fight on him — nothing but cleavers or the seeds 
of goose-grass clinging to his coat. Bang — thump — 
thump ! yow ! Pan had his thrashing, and crept 
after them to and fro, not even daring to curl him- 
self up in a corner, but dragging himself along on 
the ground behind them. 
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"Think," said Mark, as he turned the mush- 
rooms on the gridiron ; " now, what was it ? " 

" Not a fox ? " said Bevis. 

" No ; foxes would not swim out here ; there are 
plenty of rabbits for them in the jungle on the main- 
land." 

" Nor eagles ? " 

"No." 

" Might be a cat." 

" But there are no cats on the island, and, besides, 
cats would not take bacon when there were the two 
moorhens on the shelf." 

" No ; Pan would have had the moorhens too, if 
it had been him/' 

"So would anything, and that's why it's so 
curious." 

" Nobody could have come here, could they ? " 
said Bevis. " The punt's at the bottom, and the 
Pinta's chained up — " 

" And we must have seen them if they swam 
off." 

"Nobody can swim," said Bevis, " except you 
and me and the governor." 

" No," said Mark, " no more they can — not even 
Big Jack." 

" Nobody in all the place but us. It could not 
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have been the governor, because if he found the hut 
he would have stopped to see who lived in it." 

" Of course he would. And besides, he could 
not have come without our knowing it; we are 
always about." 

"Always about," said Bevis, "and we should 
have seen footsteps." 

" Or heard a splashing." 

" And Pan would not bark at him," said Bevis. 
" No, it could not have been any one ; it must have 
been something." 

" Something," repeated Mark. 

" And very likely out of your magic wave." 

" But what could it be out of the wave ? " 

u I can't think ; something magic. It doesn't 
matter." 

They had dinner, and then, as usual, went up on 
the cliff to wait for Charlie's signal. 

" I shall try and catch some perch to-morrow," 
said Mark, " if there's any wind. We're always 
eating the same thing." 

" Every day," said Bevis, " and the cooking is the 
greatest hatefulness ever known." 

" Takes up so much time." 

" Makes you hot and horrid." 

" Vile." 
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" It wants Prances, as I said." 

" No, thank you ; I wish Jack would have her." 

Mark looked through the telescope for Chariie, 
and then swept the shores of the New Sea. 

" How could anything get to our island ? " he 
said. " Nothing could get to it." 

From the elevation of the* cliff they saw and felt 
the isolation of their New Formosa. 

" It was out of your magic wave," said Bevis ; 
" something magic." 

€€ But you put the wizard's foot on the gate ? " 

" So I did, but perhaps I did not draw it quite 
right; I'll do it again. But rats are made to gnaw 
the lines off sometimes, and let magic things in." 

" Draw another in ink." 

" So I will. There's a sea-swallow." 

« There's two." 

" There's four or five." 

The white sea-swallows passed them, igoing down 
the water, coming from the south. They flew a few 
yards above the surface, in an irregular line — an easy 
flight, so easy they scarcely seemed to know where 
each flap of the wing would carry them. 

" There will be a storm." 

" A tornado." 

" Not yet — the sky's clear." 
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" But we must keep a watch, and be careful how 
we sail on the raft." 

The appearance of the sea-swallow or terne in 
inland waters is believed, like that of the gull, to 
indicate tempest, though the sea-swallows usually 
come in the finest of weather. 

"There's Charlie. There are two — three/' said 
Mark, snatching up the telescope. " It's Val and 
Cecil. Charlie's waving his handkerchief." 

" There, it's all right," said Bevis. 

"They are pointing this way," said Mark. 
" They're talking about us. Can they see us ? " 

" No, the brambles would not let them." 

iC I dare say they're as cross as cross," said Mark. 

" They want to come. I don't know," said 
Bevis, as if considering. 

"Know what ? " said Mark sharply. 

" That it's altogether nice of us." 

" Eubbish — as if they would have let us come." 

" Still, we are not them, and we might if they 
would not." 

"Now, don't you be stupid," said Mark ap- 
pealingly. " Don't you go stupid." 

"No," said Bevis, laughing; "but they must 
come after we have done." 

" 1 yes, of course. See, they're going to- 
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wards the firs : there, they're going to cross the 
Nile. I know, don't you see, they're going 
round the New Sea, like we did, to try and find 
us—" 

" Are they ? " said Bevis. " They shan't find us," 
resentfully. The moment he thought the rest 
were going to try and force themselves on his plans, 
his mind changed. " We won't go on the raft this 
afternoon." 

" No," said Mark ; " nor too near the edge of the 
island." 

" We'll keep out of sight. Is there anything they 
could see ? " 

" The raft." 

" Ah ! No ; you think, when they get opposite 
so as to be where they could see the raft, then 
Serendib is between." 

"So it is. No, there's nothing they can see; 
only we will not go too near the shore." 

" No." 

" What shall we do this afternoon ? " said Mark, 
as they went down to the hut. Pan was idly lying 
in the narrow shade of the fence. 

"We musn't shoot," said Bevis, "and we can't 
go on the raft, because the savages are prowling 
round, and we musn't play cards, nor do some 
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chopping; let's go round the island and explore 
the interior." 

" First-rate," said Mark; "just the very thing; 
you take your bow and arrows — you need not shoot, 
but just in case of savages — and I'll take my spear 
in case of the tiger in the reeds, or the something 
that comes out of the wave." 

" And a hatchet," said Bevis, " to blaze our way. 
That would not be chopping." 

" No, not proper chopping. Make Pan keep 
close. Perhaps we shall find some footmarks of the 
Something — spoor> you know." 

ts Come on. Down, sir." Pan accordingly walked 
behind. 

First they went and looked at the raft, which was 
moored to an alder, taking care not to expose them- 
selves on the shore, but looking at it from behind 
the boughs. They said they would finish fitting it 
up to-morrow morning, and then tried to think of a 
name for it. Bevis said there was no name in the 
Odyssey for Ulysses' raft, but as Calypso gave him 
the tools to make it, and wove the sail for him with 
her loom, they agreed to call the raft the Calypso. 
Then they tried to find a shorter way in to the 
knoll, which they called Kangaroo Hill, but were 
stopped by the impenetrable blackthorns. 
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As these were " wait-a-bit " thorns, Mark'thought 
the island could not be far from Africa. Skirting the 
" wait-a-bits/' they found some more hazel bushes, 
and discovered that the nuts were ripe, and stopped 
and filled their pockets. After all their trouble they 
had to go round the old way to get to Kangaroo Hill, 
and as they went between the trees Bevis cut off a 
slice of bark from every other trunk, so that in future 
they could walk quickly guided by the blaze, which 
would show too in the dusk. 

Prom the knoll they walked across to the ivy- 
grown oak, and Bevis gave Mark a " bunt w up 
into it. Mark found a wood-pigeon's nest (empty, 
of course), but nothing else. The oak was large 
and old, not very tall, and seemed decaying ; indeed, 
there was a hollow into which he thrust his spear, 
but did not rouse any creature from its lair. There 
was nothing in the oak. Bevis looked at the bark 
of the trunk, to see if any wild beast had left the 
marks of its claws in climbing up, just as cats do, 
but there was no trace. 

They then went farther into the wood in the 
direction Pan had run away from Bevis, and found 
it sometimes open and sometimes much encumbered 
with undergrowth. Nothing appeared to them to 
be trampled, nor did they find any spoor. Pan 
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showed no excitement, simply following, from which 
they snpposed that whatever it had been it had 
gone. 

After awhile they found the trees thinner and the 
ground declined, and here in a hollow ash, short 
and very much decayed within, there was a hive, or 
rather a nest of bees. There was a shrill ham ronnd 
it as the bees continually went in and out, returning 
in straight lines, radiating to all parts of the compass, 
so that they did not care to venture too near. They 
appeared to be the hive-bees, not wild bees, but a 
swarm that had wandered from the mainland. 

How to take the honey was not so easily settled, 
till they thought of making a powder-monkey, and 
so smoking them out, or rather stupefying them in 
the same way as the hives were taken at home with 
the brimstone match. By damping gunpowder and 
forming it into a cake it would burn slowly and 
send up dense fumes, which would answer the same 
as sulphur. Then they could chop a way into the 
honeycomb. Seeing a tomtit on a bough watching 
for a chance to take a bee if one alighted before he 
went in, they considered it a sign they were off 
the mainland of Africa, as this was the honey- 
bird. 

Several tall spruce firs grew lower down, and 
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under these they could see over the New Sea to the 
south-east towards the unknown river. Here they 
sat down in the shade and cracked their nuts. One 
or two bees came to a burdock which flowered not 
far from their feet, but besides the hum as they passed 
there was no sound, for the light south-east air, play- 
ing in the tops of the firs, was too idle to sing. Yet 
the motion of the air, coming off the water, was just 
sufficient to cool them in the shade. Par away 
between the trunks they could see the jungle on 
the mainland. 

Just below, on the shore of the island, a large 
willow-tree had been overthrown by the tempest on 
the day of the battle, and lay prone in the water, 
but still attached to the land by its roots. The 
nuts were juicy and sweet, but the day was so 
pleasant that Bevis presently put the nuts down 
and extended himself on his back. High above 
hung the long brown cones of the fir, and the dark 
green of its branches seemed to deepen the blue 
of the sky. With half-closed eyes he gazed up 
into the azure, till Mark feared he would go to 
sleep. 

" Tell me a story," he said. " Pll tickle you, and 
you tell me a story. Here's a parrot's feather." 

It was a wood-pigeon's, knocked out as the bird 
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struck a branch in his rude haste. Mark tickled 
Bevis's face and neck. " Tell me a story," he said. 

"My grandpa is the man for stories/* said Bevis. 
" If you ask him to tell you the story of his walking- 
stick, he'll tell you all about it, and then two or three 
more ; only you must be careful to ask him for the 
walking-stick one first, and then he'll give you 
five shillings." 

" Begular moke/' said Mark. " He stumped into 
London with the stick and a bundle, didn't he, and 
made five millions of money ? " 

€€ Heaps more than that." 

"Now tell me a story." 

" Tickle me then — very nicely." 

" Now go on." 
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CHAPTER V. 

NEW FORMOSA — THE STORY OF THE OTHER SIDE. 

" Once upon a time/' said Bevis, closing his eyes 
now, " there was a great traveller who went sailing 
all round every sea — " 

" Except the New Sea," said Mark. 

" Yes, except the New Sea . which we found, and 
went riding over all the lands and countries, and 
climbing up all the mountains, and tramping 
through all the forests, and shooting the elephants 
and Indians and sticking pigs, and skinning boa- 
constrictors, and finding magicians — " 

" What did the magicians do ? " 

" ! they did nothing very particular, one turned 
himself into a tree and was chopped up and burned 
in a bonfire and walked out of the smoke, and little 
things like that ; and he went spying everywhere, 
and learned everything, and — " 

" Go on — what next ? " 
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"He went on till he said it was all no good, 
because if you went into the biggest forest that ever 
was you walked through it in about three years — " 

" Like they did through Africa ? " 

" Just like it ; and if you climbed up a mountain, 
after a day or two you got to the top ; and if you 
sailed across the sea, if it was the greatest sea there 
ever was, you came to the other side in six months 
or so ; so that it did not matter what you did, there 
was always an end to it." 

" Very stupid." 

" Very stupid, very ; and he got tired of it always 
coming to the other side. He did so hate the other 
side, and he used to dawdle through the forests and 
lose his way, and he used to pull down the sails and 
let the ship go anyhow, and never touch the helm. 
But it was no use he always dawdled through the 
forest after awhile, and — " 

" The wind always took the ship somewhere." 

" Yes, to the hateful other side, and he got so 
miserable and what to do he did not know, and he 
could not stop still very well — nobody can stop 
still — and that's why people have got a way of 
spinning on their heels in some countries, I forget 
their names — " 

" Dervishes ? " 

f 2 



68 Bevis. 

" Dervishes of course ; well, he became a Dervish, 
and used to spin round and round furiously, but you 
know a top always runs down, and so he got to the 
other side again." 
" Stupid." 

" Awful stupid. Now tell me what else he did 
and could not help coming to the other side ? " said 
Bevis. 

" But it's you who are telling the story." 

" O ! but you can put some of that in." 

"Well," said Mark, "if you walk across this 

island, you come to the other side, or sail down the 

New Sea in the Pinta, or if you swim out to 

Serendib, or if you climb up the fir-tree to the 



cones — " 



" Al ways the other side," continued Bevis, " and 
so he said that this was such a little world he hated 
it, you could go all round the earth and come back 
to yourself and meet yourself in your own house at 
home in no time." 

" It's not very big, is it ? " said Mark. " Nothing 
is very big that you could go round like that." 

" No, and the quicker you get round the smaller 
it is, though it's thousands and thousands of miles, 
so he said ; and so he set out again to find a place 
where he could wander and never get to the other 
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side, and after he had walked across Persia and 
Khorasan and Beloochistan — " 

" And Afghanistan ? " 

"Yes, and crossed the Indus and Ganges, and 
been over the Himalayas, and inquired at every 
temple and of all the wise men who live in caves and 
hang themselves up with hooks stuck through their 
backs—" 

" Fakirs." 

" At last a very old man took pity on him, seeing 
how miserable he was, and whispered to him where 
to go, and so he went on — " 

« Where ? " 

" To Thibet." 

" But nobody is allowed to enter Thibet." 

" No ; but he had the pass-word, which the aged 
man whispered to him, and so they let him come 
in, and then he wandered about again for a long 
while, and by this time he was getting very old 
himself and could not walk so fast, so that it took 
longer and longer to get to the other side each 
time. Till at last, inquiring at all the temples as he 
went, they promised to show him a forest to which 
there was no other side. But he had to bathe and 
be purified first, and they burned incense and did a 
lot of magical things — J 
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" In circles ? " 

" I suppose so. And then one night in the dark- 
ness, so that he should not see which way they 
went, they led him along, and in the morning he 
was in a very narrow valley with a wall across so 
that yon could not go any farther down the valley, 
nor could you climb up, because the rocks were so 
steep. Now, when they came to the wall he saw a 
little narrow bronze door in it — very low and very 
narrow — and the door was all covered with carvings 
and curious inscriptions — " 

" Magic ? " 

" Yes, very magic. And the man who showed it 
to him, and who wore a crimson robe, over which 
his white beard flowed nearly down to the ground — 
I am sure that is right, flowed nearly down to the 
ground, that is just what my grandpa said — the old 
man went to the door and spoke to it in some 
language he did not understand and a voice 
answered, and then he saw the door open a little 
way, just a chink. Then he had to go on his hands 
and knees, and press his head and neck through the 
chink between the bronze door and the wall, and 
he could see over the country which has no other 
side to it. Though you may wander straight on for 
a thousand years, or ten thousand years, you can 
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never get to the other side, but you always go on, 
and go on, and go on — " 

"And what was it like ? " 

" Well, the air was so clear that he was certain he 
could see over at least a hundred miles of the plain, 
just as you can see over twenty miles of sea from 
the top of a cliff. But this was not a cliff, it was a 
level plain, and he could see at least a hundred 
miles. Now, behind him he had left the sun shining 
brightly, and he could feel the hot sunshine on his 
back— " 

" Just as I did on my foot while I was fishing in 
the shadow ? " 

"Very likely — he could feel the hot sunshine 
on his back. But inside the wall there was no 
sun — ** 

" No Sun ? " 

"No. Ever so far away, hung up as our sun 
looks hung up like a lamp when you are on the hill 
by Jack's house — ever so far away and not so very 
high up, there was an opal star. It was a very 
large star and so bright that you could see the 
beams of light shooting out from it, but so soft and 
gentle and pleasant that you could look straight at 
it without hurting your eyes, and see the flashes 
change exactly like an opal — a beautiful great opal 
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star. All the air seemed full of the soft light from 
the star, so that the trees and plants and the ground 
even seemed to float in it, just like an island seems 
to float in the water when it is very still, and there 
was no shadow — " 

"No shadow ?" 

"No. Nothing cast any shadow, because the 
light came all round everything, and he put his hand 
out into it and it did not cast any shadow, but 
instead his hand looked transparent, and as if there 
was a light underneath it — " 

« Go on." 

" And among the trees," said Bevis, pouring out 
the story from his memory word for word, exactly 
as he had heard it, like water from a pitcher filled 
at the spring, " among the trees the blue sky came 
down and they stood in it, just close by you could 
not see it, but farther off it was blue like a mist in 
the forest, only you could see through it and it 
shimmered blue like the blue-bells in the copse. 

" He could see thousands of flowers, but he forgot 
what they were like except one which was like a 
dome of gold and larger than any temple he had 
ever seen. The grass grew up round it so tall he 
could not see the stalk, so that it looked as if it 
hung from the sky, and though it was gold he could 
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see through it and see the blue the other side which 
looked purple through the gold, and the opal star was 
reflected on the dome. Nor could he remember all 
about the trees, having so much to look at, except 
one with a jointed stem like a bamboo which grew 
not far from the bronze door. This one rose up, up, 
till he could not strain his neck back to see to the 
top, and it was as large round as our round summer- 
house at home, but transparent, so that you could 
see the sap bubbling and rushing up inside in a run- 
ning stream, and a sweet odour came down like rain 
from the boughs above. 

" Now, while he was straining his neck to try and 
see the top of this tree, as his eyes were turned 
away from the opal sun, he could see the stars of 
heaven, and immediately heard the flute of an organ. 
For these stars — which were like our stars — were 
not scattered about, but built up in golden pipes or 
tubes; there were twelve tubes, all of stars, one 
larger than the other, and behind these other pipes, 
and behind these others tier on tier. Only there 
were twelve in front, the rest he could not count, 
and it was from these that the flute sound came and 
filled him with such transport that he quite forgot 
himself, and only lived in the music. At last his 
neck wearied of looking up, and he looked down 
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again, and instantly he did not hear the starry organ, 
bat saw instead the opal sun, and the shimmering 
sky among the trees. 

"From the bronze door there was a footpath 
leading ont, out, winding a little, but always out 
and out, and so clear was the air, that though it was 
only a footpath, he could trace it for nearly half the 
hundred miles he could see. The footpath was 
strewn with leaves fallen from the trees, oral- 
pointed leaves, some were crimson, and some were 
gold, and some were black, and all had marks on 
them. 

" One of these was lying close to the bronze door, 
and as he had put his hand through, as you know, he 
stretched himself and reached it, and when he held 
it up the light of the opal sun came through it — it 
was transparent — and he could see words written on 
it which he read, and they told him the secret of the 
tree from which it had fallen. 

" Now, all these leaves that were strewn on the 
footpath each of them had a secret written on it — a 
magic secret about the trees, and the plants, and the 
birds, and the stars, and the opal sun— every one 
had a magic secret on it, and you might go on first 
picking up one and then another, till you had 
travelled a hundred miles, and then another hundred 
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miles, a thousand years, or ten thousand years, and 
there was always a fresh secret and a fresh leaf. 

" Or yon might sit down under one of the trees 
whose branches came to the ground like the weeping 
ash at home, or you might climb up into another — 
but no matter how, if you took hold of the leaves 
and turned them aside, so that the light of the opal 
sun came through, you could read a magic secret on 
every one, and it would take you fifty years to read 
one tree. Some of the leaves strewed the footpath, 
and some lay on the grass, and some floated on the 
water, but they did not decay, and the one he held 
in his hand went throb, throb, like the pulse in your 
wrist. 

" And from secret to secret you might wander, 
always a new secret, till you went beyond the horizon, 
and then there was another horizon, and after that 
another, and you could go on and on, and on, and 
though you could walk for ever without weariness, 
because the air was so pure and delicious, still you 
could never, never, never get to the other side. 

" Some have been walking there these millions of 
years, and some have been sitting up in the trees, 
and some have been lying under the golden dome 
flowers all that time, and never found and never will 
find the other side, which is why they are so happy. 
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They do not sleep, because they never feel sleepy; 
they just turn over from the opal sun and look up at 
the stars and then the music begins, and as it plays 
they become strong, and then they go on again 
gathering more of the leaves, and travelling towards 
the opal sun, and the nearer they get the happier 
they are, and yet they can never get to it. 

" While he looked he felt as if he must get 
through and go on too, and he struggled and 
struggled, but the bronze door was hard and the 
wall hard, so that it was no use. His mind though 
and soul had gone through ; and he saw a white 
shoulder, like alabaster, pure, white, and transparent 
among the grass by the golden dome flower, and a 
white arm stretched out towards him, so white it 
gleamed polished, and a white hand, soft, warm- 
looking, delicious, transparent white, beckoning to 
him. So he struggled and struggled till it seemed 
as if he would get through to his soul, which had 
gone on down the footpath, when the aged man 
behind dragged him back, and the bronze door shut 
with an awful resonance — " 

" What was that ? " 

« Hark ! " 

« Hark ! " 

Mark seized his spear ; Bevis his bow. 
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€€ Is it something coming from the wave ? " 

" No, it's in the sky." 

"Listen!" 

There was a whirr above like wheels in the air, 
and a creaking sound with it. They stood up, but 
could not see what it was, though it grew louder 
and came nearer with a rushing noise. Suddenly 
something white appeared above the trees which 
had concealed its approach, and a swan passed over 
descending. It was the noise of its wings and their 
creaking which sounded like wheels. The great 
bird descended aslant quite a quarter of a mile into 
the water to the south in front of them, and there 
floated among the glittering ripples. 

" I thought it was the roc," said Mark, sitting 
down again. 

" Or a genie," said Bevis. " What a creaking 
and whirring it made ! " Rooks' wings often creak 
as they go over like stiff leather, but the noise of a 
swan's flight is audible a mile or more. 

" Go on with the story," said Mark. 

" It's finished." 

" But what did he do when they pulled him back ? 
Didn't he burst the door open ? " 

" He couldn't. When he was pulled back it was 
night on that side of the wall, and the sudden 
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change made him so bewildered that they led him 
awav as if he was walking in his sleep down to the 
temple/' 

" What did he do with the magic leaf he had in 
his hand f " 

" I the wind of the bronze door as it slammed 
up blew it out of his hand. But when he came 
to himself and began to reproach them for pulling 
him away before he had had time even to look, they 
told him he had been looking three days and that it 
was the third night when the door was shut — " 

" I see— it went so quick." 

" It went so quick, like when you go to sleep and 
wake up next minute, and it's morning. But when 
he came to himself he found that his right hand 
which he had put through and which had cast no 
shadow was changed, it was white and smooth and 
soft, while the other hand and his face (as he was so 
old) was wrinkled and hard, so he was quite sure 
that what he had seen was real and true." 

" Didn't he try to go back and find the door/' 

" Of course he did. But there was nothing but 
jungle, and he could not find the narrow valley; nor 
would they show him the way there again. They 
told him that only one was let through about every 
thousand years, and the reason they are so careful 
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people shall not enter Thibet is that they may not 
stumble on the bronze door." 
t€ And what became of him ? " 
"O! he lived to be the oldest man there ever was, 
which was because he had breathed the delicious 
air, and his hand was always white and soft like 
Frances's. Every night when he went to sleep, he 
could hear some of the star flute music of the organ, 
and dreamed he could see it; but he could hear it 
plainly. At last he died and went to join his soul, 
which had travelled on down the footpath, you 
know, towards the opal sun." 

" How stupid to keep the door shut, and never 
let any one find it ! " 

" Ah, but don't you see the reason is because if 
it was open and people could find it, they would all 
run there and squeeze through, one after the other, 
like sheep through a gap, till the world was left empty 
without anybody in it, and they told him that was 
the reason. Grandpa says it is a pleasant thought 
that at least one goes through in a thousand years ; if 
only one, that is something. My grandpa told me the 
story, and the son of the man told him — I mean the 
man who just looked through, or else it was his grand- 
son or his great-great grandson, for I know it was a long 
time ago. And there is no other side to that place. 
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" Let's go there/' said Mark, after a pause, {l you 
and me, and take some powder and blow the door 
open." 

" If we could find it." 

" ! we could find it ; let's go to Thibet." 

" So we will." 

i€ And blow the bronze door open." 

" And read the magic leaves." 

" And go on down the footpath/ ' 

" And talk to the people under the golden dome 
flowers." 

" Fm sure we could find the door." 

" We will find it." 

" Very soon." 

" Some day." 

Watching the swan among the glittering ripples, 
they cracked the rest of the nuts, and did not get 
up to go till the sun was getting low. It was not a 
wild swan, but one whose feathers had not been 
clipped. The wind rose a little, and sighed dreamily 
through the tops of the tall firs as they walked 
under them. They returned along the shore where 
the weeds came to the island, and had gone some 
way, when Mark suddenly caught hold of Bevis and 
drew him behind a bush. 
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CHAPTER VI. 

NEW FORMOSA — THE MATCHLOCK. 

« What is it ? " said Bevis. 

" I saw a savage. " 

" Where ? " 

"In the sedges on the shore there/' pointing 
across the weeds. " I saw his head — he had no hat 
on." 

" Quite sure ? " Bevis looked, but could not see 
anything. 

" Almost very nearly quite sure/' 

They watched the sedges a long time, but saw 
nothing. 

" Was it Charlie, or Val, or Cecil ? " 

"No, I don't think so," said Mark. 

" They could not get round either," said Bevis. 
" If they crossed the Nile like we did, they could not 
get round." 

" No." 
vol. in. a 
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" It could not have been anybody ." 

" I thought it was ; but perhaps it was a crow 
flew up — it looked black." 

" Sure to have been a crow. The sedges do not 
move." 

" No, it was a mistake — they couldn't get here." 

They went on again and found a wild bullace. 

"This is the most wonderful island there ever 
was," said Be vis ; " there's always something new 
on or about it. The swan — I shall shoot the swan. 
No, most likely it's sacred, and the king of the 
country would have us hunted down if we killed it." 

" And tied to a stake and tortured." 

" Melted lead poured into our mouths, because we 
shot the sacred swan with leaden bullets." 

" Awful. No, don't shoot it. There are currant- 
trees on the island too — I've seen them, and there's 
a gooseberry bush up in the top of an old willow 
that I saw," said Mark. "Of course there are 
bananas ; are there any breadfruit- trees here ? " 

" Certain to be some somewhere." 

" Melons and oranges." 

" Of course, and grapes — those are grapes," 
pointing to bryony-berries, " and pomegranates and 
olives." 

" Yams and everything." 
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"Everything. I wonder if Pan will bark this 
time — I wonder if anything is gone/' said Bevis as 
they reached the stockade. Pan did not bark, and 
there was nothing missing. 

They set to work now to make some tea and roast 
the moorhens, having determined to have tea and 
supper together. The tea was ready long before 
the moorhens, and by the time they had finished 
the moon was shining brightly, though there were 
some flecks of cloud. They could not of course play 
cards, so Bevis got out his journal ; and having put 
down about the honey-bird, and the swan, and the 
discoveries they had made, went on to make a list of 
the trees and plants on the island, and the 
birds that came to it. They had seen a small flock 
of seven or eight missel-thrushes pass in the after- 
noon, and Mark said that all the birds came from 
the unknown river, and flew on towards the north- 
north-west. This was the direction of the waste, or 
wild pasture. 

" Then there must be mainland that way/' said 
Bevis ; " and I expect it is inhabited and ploughed, 
and sown with corn, for that's what the birds like 
at this time of the year." 

"And the other way — where they come from — 
must be a pathless jungle/' said Mark. "And they 
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rest here a moment as they cross the ocean. It is 
too far for one fly." 

" My journal ought to be written on palm leaves," 
said Bevis, " a book like this is not proper : let's 
get some leaves to-morrow and see if we can write 
on them." 

" Don't shipwrecked people write on their shirts," 
said Mark, " and people who are put in prison ? " 

" So they do — of course : but our shirts are 
flannel, how stupid I " 

" I know," said Mark, " there's the collars." 
He went into the hut and brought out their linen 
collars, which they had ceased to wear. Bevis tried 
to write on these, but the ink ran and sank in, and 
it did not do at all. 

"Wrong ink," he said, "we must make some 
of charcoal — lampblack — and oil. You use it just 
like paint, and you can't blot it, you must wait till it 
dries on." 

" No oil," said Mark. " I wanted to rub the gun 
with some and looked, but there is none — we forgot 

it." 

" Yellow-hammers," said Bevis, turning to his 
journal again; " what are yellow-hammers?" 

" Unknown birds," said Mark. " We don't know 
half the birds — nobody has ever put any name 
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to them, nobody has ever seen them : call them, let's 
see — gold-dust birds — " 

" And green-finches ? " 

"Ky-wee — Ky-wee," said Mark, imitating the 
green-finches' call. 

" That will do capital — Ky-wees," said Bevis. 

" There's a horse-matcher here/' said Mark. The 
horse-matcher is the bold hedge-hawk or butcher 
bird, " The one that sticks the humble bees on the 
thorns." 

" Bee-stickers — no, bee-killers : that's down," 
said Bevis. Besides which he wrote down nettle- 
creepers (white -throats), goldfinch, magpie, chaffinch, 
tree-climber, kestrel-hawk, linnets, starlings, parrots, 
and parrakeets. " I shall get up early to-morrow 
morning," he said. "I'll load the matchlock to- 
night, I want to shoot a heron." 

He loaded the matchlock with ball, and soon 
afterwards they let the curtain down at the door, 
and went to bed, Bevis repeating " Three o'clock, 
three o'clock, three o'clock," at first aloud and 
then to himself, so as to set the clock of his mind to 
wake him at that hour. Not long after they were 
asleep, Pan as usual went out for his ramble. 

Bevis's clock duly woke him about three, and 
lifting his head he could see the light through the 
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chinks of the curtain, but he was half inclined to go 
to sleep again, and stayed another quarter of an 
hour. Then he resolutely bent himself to conquer 
sleep, slipped off the bed, and put on his boots 
quietly, not to wake Mark. Taking the matchlock, 
he went out and found that it was light, the light of 
the moon mingling with the dawn, but it was misty. 
A dry vapour, which left no dew, filled the wood 
so that at a short distance the path seemed to 
go into and lose itself in the mist. 

Bevis went all round the island, following the 
path they had made. On the Serendib side he 
neither saw nor heard anything, but as he came 
back up the other shore, a lark began to sing far 
away on the mainland, and afterwards he heard 
the querulous cry of a pewit. He walked very 
cautiously, for this was the most likely side to find 
a heron, but whether they heard his approach or saw 
him, for they can see almost as far as a man when 
standing, by lifting their loug necks, he did not find 
any. When he reached the spot where the " blaze " 
began that led to Kangaroo Hill, he fancied he 
saw something move in the water a long way off 
through the mist. 

He stopped behind a bush and watched, and in a 
minute he was sure it was something, perhaps a 
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duck. He set up the rest, blew the match, opened 
the lid of the pan, knelt down and looked along the 
barrel till he had got it in a line with the object. If 
the gun had been loaded with shot he would have 
fired at once, for though indistinct through the 
vapour he thought it was within range, but as he had 
ball, he wanted to see if it would come nearer, as he 
knew he could not depend on a bullet over thirty 
yards. Intent on the object, which seemed to be 
swimming, he began to be curious to know what it 
was, for it had now come a little closer, and he 
could see it was not a duck, for it had no neck ; 
it was too big for a rat: it must be the creature 
that visited the island and took their food — the idea 
of shooting this animal and surprising Mark with it 
delighted him. 

He aimed along the barrel, and got the sight 
exactly on the creature, then he thought he would 
let it get a few yards closer, then he depressed the 
muzzle just a trifle, remembering that it was coming 
towards him, and if he did not aim somewhat in 
front the ball would go over. 

Now it was near enough he was sure — he aimed 
steadily, and his finger began to draw the match 
down when he caught sight of the creature's eye. 
It was Pan. 
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" Pan I " said Bevis. He got up, and the spaniel 
swam steadily towards him. 

" Where have you been, sir ? " he said sternly. 
Pan crouched at his feet, not even shaking himself 
first. " Ton rascal — where have you been ? " 

Bevis was inclined to thrash him, he was so angry 
at the mistake he had almost made, angry with the 
dog because he had almost shot him. But Pan 
crouched so close to the ground under his very feet 
that he did not strike him. 

" It was you who frightened the herons/' he said. 
Pan instantly recognized the change in the tone of 
his voice, and sprang up, jumped round, barked, 
and then shook the water from his shaggy coat. It 
was no use evidently now to think of shooting 
a heron, the spaniel had alarmed them and Bevis 
returned to the hut. He woke Mark, and told him. 

" That's why he's so lazy in the morning," said 
Mark. "Don't you recollect? He sleeps all the 
morning." 

" And won't eat anything." 

" I believe he's been home," said Mark. " Very 
likely Polly throws the bones out still by his house." 

" That's it : you old glutton ! " said Bevis. 

Pan jumped on the bed, licked Mark, then jumped 
on Bevis's knees, leaving the marks of his wet paws, 
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to which the sand had adhered, then he barked and 
wagged his tail as much as to say, "Am I not clever ? " 

" ! yes," said Mark, " you're very knowing, but 
yon won't do that again/' 

" No, that you won't, sir," said Bevis. " You'll 
be tied up to-night." 

" Tight as tight," said Mark. 

" Just think/' said Bevis. " He must have swum 
all down the channel we came up on the catamaran. 
Why it's a hundred and fifty yards — " 

" Or two hundred — only some of it is shallow. 
Perhaps he could bottom some part — " 

" But not very far — and then run all the way home, 
and then all the way back, and then swim off again." 

" A regular voyage — and every night too. 1 ' 

" You false old greedy Pan ! " 

" To leave us when we thought you were watching 
while we slept." 

" To desert your post, you faithless sentinel." 

Pan looked from one to the other, as if he under- 
stood every word; he rolled up the whites of his 
eyes and looked so pious, they burst into fits of 
laughter. Pan wagged his tail and barked doubt- 
fully ; he had a shrewd suspicion they were laughing 
at him, and he did not like it. In fact, it was not 
only the flesh-pots that had attracted Pan from his 
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post and led him to traverse the sea and land, and 
undergo such immense exertion, it was to speak 
to a friend of his. 

They thought it of no use to go to sleep again now, 
so they lit the fire, and prepared the breakfast. By 
the time it was ready the mist had begun to clear; 
the sky became blue overhead, and while they were 
sitting at table under the awning, the first beams 
shot along over Serendib to their knees. Bevis 
said after breakfast he should practise with the 
matchlock, till he could hit something with the 
bullets. Mark wanted to explore the unknown 
river, and this they agreed to do, but the difficulty, 
as usual, was the dinner, there was nothing in their 
larder but bacon for rashers, and that was almost 
gone. Rashers become wearisome, ten times more 
wearisome when you have to cook them too. 

Bevis said he must write his letter home — he was 
afraid he might have delayed too long — and take it 
to Loo to post that night, then he would write out 
a list of things, and Loo could buy them in the 
town, potted meats, and tongues, and soups, that 
would save cooking, only it was not quite proper. 
But Mark got over that difficulty by supposing that 
they fetched them from the wreck before it went to 
pieces. 
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So having had their swim, Bevis set up his target 
— a small piece of paper with a black spot, an inch 
in diameter, inked in the centre — on the teak, and 
fired his first shot at forty yards. The ball missed 
the teak- tree altogether, they heard it crash into a 
bramble bush some way beyond. Bevis went five 
yards nearer next time, and the bullet hit the tree 
low down, two feet beneath the bull's-eye. Then 
he tried at thirty yards, and as before, when he 
practised, the ball hit the tree five or six inches 
lower than the mark. He tried four times at this 
distance, and every time the bullet struck beneath, 
so that it seemed as if the gun threw the ball low. 

Some guns throw shot high, and some low, and 
he supposed the matchlock threw low. So he aimed 
the fifth time above the centre, and the ball grazed 
the bark of the tree on the right-hand side very 
much as Mark's had done. Bevis stepped five yards 
nearer, if he could not hit it at twenty-five yards, he 
did not think it would be his fault. He aimed 
direct at the piece of paper, which was about five 
inches square, but the bullet struck three inches 
beneath, though nearly in a line, that is, a line 
drawn down through the middle of the paper 
would have passed a little to the left of the bullet- 
hole. 
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This was better, so now he tried five yards closer, 
as it appeared to improve at every advance, and the 
ball now hit the paper at its lower right-hand edge. 
Examining the bullet holes in the bark of the tree, 
and noticing they were all low and all on the right- 
hand side, Bevis tried to think how that could be. 
He was quite certain that he had aimed perfectly 
straight, and as he was now so accustomed to the 
puff from the priming, that did not disconcert him. 
He kept his gaze steadily along the barrel till the 
actual explosion occurred, and the smoke from the 
muzzle obscured the view. It must be something 
in the gun itself. 

Bevis put it on the rest unloaded, aimed along, 
and pulled the trigger, just as he would have done 
had he been really about to shoot. Nothing seemed 
wrong. As the heavy barrel was supported by the 
rest, and the stock pressed firm to his shoulder, 
pulling the trigger did not depress the muzzle as it 
often does with rifles. 

He aimed again, and all at once he saw that the 
top sight must be the cause. The twisted wire was 
elevated about an eighth of an inch, and when he 
aimed he got the tip of the sight to bear on the 
paper, so that, instead of his glance passing level 
along the barrel, it rose slightly, from the breech to 
the top of the sight. The barrel was more than a 
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yard long, so that when the top of the sight was in 
a line with the object, the muzzle was depressed 
exactly an eighth of an inch. An eighth of an inch 
at one yard, was a quarter at two yards, three eighths 
at three yards, at four half an inch, at eight it was 
an inch, at sixteen two inches, and at twenty-four 
three inches. This was very nearly enough of itself 
to account for the continual misses. In a gun 
properly made, the breech is thicker than the muzzle, 
and this greater thickness, like a slight elevation, 
corrects the sight ; the gun, too, is adjusted. But 
the matchlock was the same thickness from end to 
end, and till now, had not been tried to determine 
the accuracy of the shooting. 

Bevis got a file and filed down the sight, till it 
was only a sixteenth of an inch high, and then load- 
ing again, he aimed in such a way that the sight 
should cover the spot he wished to strike. He 
could see both sides of the sight, but the exact spot 
he wanted to hit was hidden by it. He fired, and 
the ball struck the paper about an inch below 
and two inches to the right of the centre. Next 
time the bullet hit very nearly on a level with the 
centre, but still on the right side. 

This deflection he could not account for, the sight 
was in the proper position, and he was certain he 
aimed correctly. But at last he was compelled to 
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acknowledge that there was a deflection, and per- 
suaded himself to allow for it. He aimed the least 
degree to the left of the bull's-eye — just the apparent 
width of the sight — and so that he could see the 
bull's-eye on its right, the sight well up. He 
covered the bull's-eye first with the sight, then 
slightly moved the barrel till the bull's-eye appeared 
on the right side, just visible. The ball struck within 
half an inch of the bull's-eye. Bevis was delighted. 

He fired again, and the ball almost hit the very 
centre. Next time the bullet hit the preceding 
bullet, and was flattened on it. Then Mark tried, and 
the ball again went within a mere trifle of the bull's- 
eye. Bevis had found out the individual ways of 
his gun. He did not like allowing for the deflection, 
but it was of no use, it had to be done, and he soon 
became reconciled to the concession. The matchlock 
had to be coaxed like the sailing-boat and our iron- 
clads, like fortune and Frances. 

Bevis was so delighted with the discovery, that 
he fired bullet after bullet, Mark trying every now 
and then, till the paper was riddled with bullet holes, 
and the teak-tree coated with lead. He thought he 
would try at a longer range, and so went back to 
thirty-five yards, but though he allowed a little 
more, and tried several ways, it was of no use, the 
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bullet could not be relied on. At twenty yards 
they could hit the bull's-eye, so that a sparrow, or 
even a wren, would not be safe ; beyond that, errors 
crept in which Bevis could not correct. 

These were probably caused by irregularities in 
the rough bore of the barrel, which was only an iron 
tube. When the powder exploded, the power of the 
explosion drove the ball, by sheer force, almost 
perfectly straight — point-blank — for twenty or 
twenty-five yards. Then the twist given by the 
inequalities of the bore, and gained by the ball by 
rubbing against them, began to tell ; sometimes one 
way, sometimes another, and the ball became de- 
flected and hardly twice the same way. 

Bevis was obliged to be content with accuracy up 
to twenty, or at most twenty-five yards. At twenty 
he could hit an object the size of a sparrow; at 
twenty-five of a blackbird, after twenty-five he 
might miss his straw hat. Still it was a great 
triumph to have found out the secret, and to be 
certain of hitting even at that short range. 

" Why, that's how it was with Jack's rifle ! " he 
said. " It's only a dodge you have to find out." 

" Of course it is ; if he would lend it to us, we 
should soon master it/' said Mark. " And now let's 
go to the unknown river." 
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CHAPTER VII. 

NEW FORMOSA — SWEET RIVER PALLS. 

The matchlock was slung up in the hut, and away 
they went to the raft ; Pan did not want to come, he 
was tired after his journey in the night, but they 
made him. Knowing the position of the shoals, 
and where they could touch the bottom with the 
poles, and where not, they got along much quicker, 
and entered the channel in the weeds, which they 
had discovered beyond Pearl Island in the Pinta. 

The channel was often very narrow, and turned 
several ways, but by degrees trended to the south- 
eastwards, and the farther they penetrated it, the 
more numerous became the banks, covered with a 
dense growth of sedges and flags. Some higher 
out of the water than others, had bushes and willows, 
so that, after awhile, their view of the open sea 
behind was cut off. They did not see any wild-fowl, 
for as these heard the splash of the poles, they swam 
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away and hid. Winding round the sedge-grown 
banks,they presently heard the sound of falling water. 

" Niagara ! " said Mark. 

" No, Zambesi. There are houses by Niagara, so 
it's not so good/' 

"No. Look!" 

The raft glided out of the channel into a small 
open bay, free from weeds, and with woods each 
side. Where it narrowed a little stream fell down in 
two short leaps, having worn its way through the 
sandstone. The water was not so much as ran over 
the hatch of the brook near home, but this, coming 
over stone or rock, instead of dropping nearly 
straight, leaped forward and broke into spray. The 
sides of the worn channel were green with moss, 
and beneath, but just above the surface of the 
water, long cool hart's-tongue ferns grew, and were 
sprinkled every moment. 

The boughs of beech-trees met over the fall, and 
shaded the water below. They poled up so near 
that the spray reached the raft ; Mark caught hold 
of a drooping beech bough, and so moored their 
vessel. They could not see up the stream farther 
than a few yards, for it was then overhung with 
dark fir boughs. On the firs there were grey flecks 
of lichen. 

VOL. III. H 
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" How sweet and clear it looks ! " said Bevis. 
" Shall we call it Sweet River ? " 

" And Sweet River Falls ? " 

" Yes. It comes out of the jungle/' 

Bevis looked over the edge of the raft, and saw 
the arch of water dive down unbroken beneath the 
surface of the pool, and then rise in innumerable 
bubbles under him. The hart's-tongue ferns vi- 
brated, swinging slightly, as the weight of the drops 
on them now bore them down and now slipped off, 
and let them up. 

By the shore of the pool the turquoise studs of 
forget-me-nots, with golden centres, were the 
brighter for the darkness of the shade. So thick 
were the boughs, that the sky could not be seen 
through them ; there was a rustle above as the light 
south-east wind blew, but underneath the leaves did 
not move. 

" I like this," said Mark. He sat on the chest, 
or locker, holding the beech bough. " But the birds 
do not sing." 

The cuckoo was gone, the nightingale silent, the 
finches were in the stubble, there might be a chiff- 
chaff " chip-chipping," perhaps deep in the jungle, 
one pair of doves had not quite finished nesting on 
New Formosa, now and then parties of greenfinches 
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called " ky-wee, ky-wee," and a single lark sang in 
the early dawn. But thte jungle here was silent. 
There was no song but that of the waterfall. 

Though there was not a breath of wind under 
the boughs, yet the sound of the fall now rose, and 
now declined, as the water ran swifter or with less 
speed. Sometimes it was like a tinkling; some- 
times it laughed; sometimes it was like voices far 
away. It ran out from the woods with a message, 
and hastening to tell it, became confused. 

Bevis sat on the raft, leaning against the willow 
bulwark ; Pan crept to his knee. 

The forget-me-nots and the hart's-tongue, the 
beeches and the firs, listened to the singing. Some- 
thing that had gone by, and something that was to 
come, came out of the music and made this moment 
sweeter. This moment of the singing held a 
thousand years that had gone by, and the thousand 
years that are to come. For the woods and the 
waters are very old, that is the past ; if you look up 
into the sky you know that a thousand years hence 
will be nothing to it, that is the future. But the 
forget-me-nots, the hart's-tongue, and the beeches, 
did not think of the ages gone, or the azure to come. 
They were there now> the sunshine and the wind 
above, the shadow and the water and the spray 
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beneath, that was all in all. Bevis and Mark were 
there now, listening to the singing, that was all in all. 

Presently there was a sound — a " swish " — and 
looking up, they saw a pheasant with his tail behind 
like a comet, flying straight out to sea. This awoke 
them. 

Bevis held out the palm of his hand, and Pan came 
nearer and put his chin in the hollow of it, as he 
had done these hundreds of times. Pan looked up, and 
wagged his tail, thump, thump, on the deck of the 
raft. If we could put the intelligence of the dog in 
the body of the horse, size, speed, and grace, what 
an animal that would be ! 

" Lots of perch here/' said Mark ; " I shall come 
and fish. Suppose we land and go up the Sweet 
River ? " 

" It belongs to the king of this country, I expect," 
said Bevis. " He sits on a throne of ebony with a 
golden footstool, and they wave fans of peacocks' 
feathers, and the room is lit up by a single great 
diamond just in the very top of the dome of the 
ceiling, which flashes the sunshine through, down 
from outside. The swan belongs to hiin." 

" And he keeps the Sweet River just for himself 
to drink from, and executes everybody who dares 

ink of it," said Mark. 
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Just then a bird flew noiselessly up into the beech 
over them, they saw it was a jay, and kept quite 
still. The next instant he was off, and they heard 
him and his friends, for a jay is never alone, 
screeching in the jungle. Looking back towards 
the quiet bay, it appeared as if it was raining fast, 
but without a sound, for the surface was dimpled 
with innumerable tiny circlets like those caused by 
raindrops. These were left by the midges as they 
danced over the water, touching it now and then. 

" Did you hear that ? " It was the sound of a 
distant gun shorn of the smartness of the report by 
the trees. 

" The savages have matchlocks/' said Bevis. 
" They must be ever so much more dangerous than 
we thought." 

" Perhaps we'd better go/' said Mark, casting off 
the beech bough. 

The current slowly drifted the raft out into the 
bay, and then they took their poles, and returned 
along the channel between the reeds and sedge 
banks. It took some time to reach New Formosa. 

" I wonder if the creature out of the wave has 
been," said Mark. Ct Suppose we go very quietly 
and see what it is." 

< l So we will." 
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Keeping Pan close at their heels, they stole along 
the path to the stockade, then crept up behind it to 
the gateway, and suddenly burst in. 

"Ah I" 

" Here he is." 

« Yow— wow ! " 

" ! it's the pheasant ! " 

" Only the pheasant ! " 

The pheasant, flying straight out to sea for the 
cornfields, halted on New Formosa, attracted by the 
glimpse he caught of the fence and hut. The 
enclosure seemed so much like that in which he had 
been bred, and in which he had enjoyed so much 
food, that he came down and rambled about inside, 
visiting even the cave, and stepping on the table. 

When they came in so unexpectedly on him, he 
rose up rocket-like, and at first made towards the 
jungle, but in a minute, recovering himself, he 
swept round and went to the mainland by the Waste. 
He did not want to return to the preserves — any- 
where else in preference. 

While the dinner was preparing, Mark got out his 
fishing-rod, and fitted up the spinning tackle for 
pike, for he meant to angle round the island, and 
also some hooks for trimmers, if he could catch 
any bait, and hooks for night-lines, in case there 
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should be eels. These trimmers and night-lines pat 
them in mind of traps for kangaroos, they had no 
traps, but determined to set up some wires at a 
good distance from the knoll, so as not, in any case, 
to interfere with their shooting. 

After dinner, as Mark wanted to go fishing, Bevis 
watched for Charlie, and looking through the 
telescope, saw the herd of buffaloes on the green 
hill under the sycamore-trees. One cow held her 
head low, and a friend licked her poll. A flock of 
rooks were on the slope, and had he not known, he 
could have told which way the wind blew, as they 
all faced in one direction, and always walk to meet 
the breeze. When they flew up he knew Charlie 
was approaching. Charlie did not stay after making 
the signal, so Bevis went down and walked round 
the island till he found Mark. 

As yet, Mark had had no success, but he had 
fixed on a spot to set the nightlines. Returning 
along the other shore, fishing as he went, Bevis with 
him, they remembered that that night the letter 
must be taken to Loo to post, and thought they 
had better have a look at the channel through the 
weeds, or else by moonlight they might not get to 
the mainland so easily. 

The best tree to climb was a larch which grew 
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apart from the wood, and rose up to a great height, 
balanced each side with its long slender branches. 
The larch, when growing alone, is a beautiful tree. 
It is too often crowded into plantations which to it are 
like the € Black Hole ' of Calcutta to human beings. 
Up they went, Mark first, as quickly as sailors up 
the ratlins, for the branches, at regular intervals, 
had grown on purpose for climbing, only they had 
to jam their hats on, and not look higher than the 
bough they were on, because of the dust of the bark 
they shook down. 

" There's the reapers," said Mark; "what a lot 
they have cut." 

They could see the sheaves stacked, and the 
stubble, which was of a lighter hue than the standing 
wheat. Every now and then dark dots came to the 
golden surface of the wheat like seals to breathe. 
These dots were the reapers' heads. 

" There's the pheasant," said Bevis, pointing to 
the Waste. The bird was making his way zigzag 
round the green ant-hills, towards the stubble. 
Sometimes he walked, sometimes he ran, now and 
then he gave a jump in his run. They lost sight of 
him behind a great grey boulder-stone, whose top 
was visible above the brambles and rush bunches 
which surrounded its base. 
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"Jack's busy now up in the hills," said Mark, 
looking the other way towards the Downs. "He 
might just as well let us have the rifle while he's 
busy with the harvest." 

"Just as well. I say, let's explore the Waste 
to-morrow. It is a wilderness — you don't know 
what you may not find in a wilderness." 

" Grey stones," said Mark. " They're tombs — 
genii live in them." 

" Serpents guarding treasures, and lamps burning; 
they have been burning these ages and ages — " 

" Awful claps of thunder underground/' 

" We will go and see to-morrow — I believe there 
are heaps of kangaroos out there." 

" There's the channel." 

They could trace its windings from the tree, and 
marked it in their minds. At that height the breeze 
came cool and delicious ; they sat there a long while 
silent, soothed by the rustle and the gentle sway 
of the branches. They could feel the mast-like 
stem vibrate — it did not move sufficiently to be 
said to bend, or even sway — so slight was the 
motion the eye could not trace it. But it did move 
as they could feel with their hands as the wind came 
now with more and now with less force. 

When they descended, Mark continued fishing 
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till they came to the raft. They embarked and 
poled it round the island to the other side ready to 
start in the evening. Then Bevis wrote the letter 
dating it from Jack's house up in the hills. It was 
very short. He said they were very well, and jolly, 
and should not come back for a little while yet, but 
would not be very long — this was in case any one 
should go up to see them. But when he came to 
read it through for mistakes, the deceit he was 
practising on dear mamma stood out before him 
like the black ink on the page. 

" I don't like it," he said. " It's not nice." 

" No ; it's not nice/' said Mark, who was sitting by 
him. « But still—" 

" But still," repeated Bevis, and so the letter was 
put in an envelope and addressed. In the evening 
as the sun sank Mark tried for bait and succeeded in 
catching some, these were for the trimmers. Then 
they laid out the night-line for eels far down the 
island where the edge looked more muddy. To fill 
up the time till it was quite moonlight, they worked 
at a mast for the raft, and also cut some sedges 
and flags for the roof of the open shed, which was to 
be put up in place of the awning. 

They supposed it to be about half -past nine when 
they pushed off on the raft, taking with them the 
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letter, a list of things to be got from the town to 
save the labour of cooking, and the flag-basket. The 
trimmers were dropped in as they went. Mark was 
going to wait by the raft till Bevis returned under 
the original plan, but they agreed that it would be 
much more pleasant to go together, the raft would 
be perfectly safe. They found the channel without 
difficulty, the raft grounded among the sedges, and 
they stepped out, the first time they had landed on 
the mainland. 

As they walked they saw a fern owl floating along 
the hedge by the stubble. The beetles hummed 
by and came so heedlessly over the hedge as to 
become entangled in the leaves. They walked close 
to the hedge because they knew that the very 
brightest moonlight is not like the day. By moon- 
light an object standing apart can be seen a long 
distance, but anything with a background of hedge 
cannot be distinguished for certain across one wide 
field. That something is moving there may be 
ascertained, but its exact character cannot be 
determined. 

As they had to travel beside the hedges and so to 
make frequent d6tours, it occupied some time to 
reach the cottage, which they approached over the 
field at the back. When they were near enough, 
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Bevis whistled — the same notes with which he and 
Mark called and signalled to each other. In an 
instant they saw Loo come through the window, so 
quickly that she must have been sleeping with her 
dress on ; she slipped down a lean-to or little shed 
under it, scrambled through a gap in the thin 
hedge, and ran to them. 

She had sat and watched and listened for that 
whistle night after night in vain. At last she drew 
her cot (in which her little brother also slept) across 
under the window, and left the window open. Her 
mind so long expecting the whistle responded in a 
moment to the sound when it reached her dreaming 
ear. She took the letter (with a penny for the stamp) 
and the list and basket, and promised to have the 
things ready for them on the following evening. 

"And remember," said Bevis, "remember you 
don't say anything. There will be a shilling for you 
if you don't tell—" 

" I shouldn't tell if there wurdn't no shilling/' 
said Loo. 

" You mind you do not say a word," added Mark. 
" Nobody is to know that you have seen us." 

" Good-night," said Bevis, and away they went. 
Loo watched them till they were lost against the 
dark background of the hedge, and then returned 
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to her cot, scrambling up the roof of the shed and in 
at the window. 

They got back to the island without any difficulty, 
and felt quite certain that no one had seen them. 
Stirring up the embers of the fire, they made some 
tea, but only had half a cold damper to eat with it. 
This day they had fared worse than any day since 
they arrived on New Formosa. They were too 
tired to make a fresh damper (besides the time it 
would take) having got up so early that morning, 
and Bevis only entered two words in his journal — 
" Monday — Loo." 

Then they fastened Pan to the door-post, allowing 
him enough cord to move a few yards, but taking 
care to make his collar too tight for him to slip his 
head. Pan submitted with a mournful countenance, 
well he understood why he was served in this way. 
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CHAPTER VIII. 

NEW FORMOSA — THE MAINLAND. 

In the morning, after the bath, Mark examined the 
night-line, but it was untouched ; nor was there a 
kangaroo in the wires they had set up in their runs. 
Poling the raft out to the trimmers they found a 
jack of about two pounds on one, and the bait on 
another had been carried off, the third had not been 
visited. Bevis wanted to explore the Waste, and 
especially to look at the great grey boulder, and so 
they went on and landed among the sedges. 

Making Pan keep close at their heels, they 
cautiously crept through the bramble thickets — Pan 
tried two or three times to break away, for the 
scent of game was strong in these thickets— and 
entered the wild pasture, across which they could not 
see. The ground undulated, and besides the large 
ant-hills, the scattered hawthorn bushes and the 
thickets round the boulders intercepted the view. 
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If any savages appeared they intended to stoop, and 
so would be invisible ; they could even creep on 
hands and knees half across the common without 
being seen. Pan was restless — not weary this 
morning — the scent he crossed was almost too much 
for his obedience. 

They reached the boulder unseen — indeed there 
was no one to see them — pushed through the bushes, 
and stood by it. The ponderous stone was smooth, 
as if it had been ground with emery, and there were 
little circular basins or cups drilled in it. With a 
stick Bevis felt all round and came to a place where 
the stick could be pushed in two or three feet under 
the stone, between it and the grass. 

" It's hollow here," he said ; " you try/' 

" So it is/' said Mark. " This is where the trea- 
sure is." 

" And the serpent, and the magic lamp that has 
been burning ages and ages." 

u If we could lift the stone up." 

" There's a spell on it ; you couldu't lift it up, not 
with levers or anything." 

Pan sniffed at the narrow crevice betwen the edge 
of the boulder and the ground — concealed by the 
grass till Bevis found it — but showed no interest. 
There was no rabbit there. Such great boulders 
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often have crevices beneath, whether this was a 
natural hollow, or whether the boulder was the 
capstone of a dolmen was not known. 

Whirr-rr ! 

A covey of partridges flew over only just above 
the stone, and within a few inches of their heads 
which were concealed by it. They counted fourteen 
— the covey went straight out across the New Sea, 
eastwards towards the Nile. From the boulder they 
wandered on among the ant-hills and tall thistles, 
disturbing a hare, which went off at a tremendous 
pace, bringing his hind legs right under his body 
up to his shoulder in his eagerness to take kangaroo 
bounds. 

Presently they came to the thick hedge which 
divided the Waste from the cornfields. Gathering 
a few blackberries along this, they came to a gate, 
which alarmed them, thinking some one might see, 
but a careful reconnaissance showed that the reapers 
had finished and left that field. The top bar of the 
gate was pecked, little chips out of the wood, where 
the crows had been. 

" It's very nice here," said Mark. " You can go 
on without coming to the Other Side so soon." 

After their life on the island, where they could 
never walk far without coming in sight of the water, 
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they appreciated the liberty of the mainland. Pan 
had to have several kicks and bangs with the stick, 
he was so tempted to rush into the hedge, but they 
did not want him to bark, in case any one should 
hear. 

"Lots of kangaroos here/' said Bevis, "and big 
kangaroos too — hares you know \ I say, I shall come 
here with the matchlock some night." 

" So we will." 

There was a gap in the corner, and as they came 
idling along they got up into the double mound, 
when Bevis, who was first, suddenly dropped on his 
knees and seized Pan's shaggy neck. Mark crouched 
instantly behind him. 

" What is it ? " he whispered. 

" Some one's been here." 

" How do you know ? " 

« Sniff." 

Mark sniffed. There was the strong pungent 
smell of crushed nettles. He understood in a 
moment— some one had recently gone through and 
trampled on them. They remained in this position 
for five minutes, hardly breathing, and afraid to 
move. 

" I can't hear any one," whispered Mark. 

"No." 

VOL. III. 1 
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" Must have gone on. j 

Bevis crept forward, still holding Pan with one 
hand ; Mark followed, and they crossed the mound, 
when the signs of some one having recently been 
there became visible in the trampled nettles, and in 
one spot there was the imprint of a heel-plate. 

" Savages," said Bevis. " Ah ! Look." 

Mark looked through the branches and a long 
way out in the stubble, moving among the shocks 
of wheat, he saw Bevis's governor. They watched 
him silently. The governor walked straight away ; 
they scarcely breathed till he had disappeared in 
the next field. Then they drew back into the Waste, 
and looked at one another. 

" Very nearly done," said Mark. 

" We won't land again in daylight," said Bevis. 

" No — it's not safe ; he must have been close." 

" He must have got up into the mound and 
looked through/' said Bevis. " Perhaps while we 
were by the gate." 

" Most likely. He came across the stubble, why 
he was that side while we were this." 

" Awfully nearly done; why it must have been 
the governor who startled the partridges ! " 

" Stupes we were not to know some one was 
about." 
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" Awful stupes/' 

They walked back to the raft, keeping close to 
the hedge, and crept on all fours among the ant-hills 
so as to pass the gateway without the possibility of 
being seen, though they knew the governor was 
now too far to observe them. 

The governor had been to look at the progress 
made by the reapers, and then strolled across the 
stubble, thinking to see what birds were about, as it 
was not such a great while till the season opened. 
Coming to the mound, he got up and looked through 
into the Waste, over which (as over the New Sea) he 
held manorial rights. At the moment he was look- 
ing out into the pasture they were idly approaching 
him along the hedge, and had he stopped there 
they would have come on him. As it was, he went 
back into the stubble, and had gone some fifty 
yards with his back turned when they entered the 

g ft P- 

" We might have been tortured/' said Mark, as 

they stepped on the raft. " Tied up and gimlets 

bored into our heads/' 

" The king of this country is an awful tyrant/' 

said Bevis. ss Very likely he would have fixed us in 

a hollow tree and smeared us with honey and let the 

flies eat us." 

1 2 
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" Unless we could save his daughter, who is ill, and 
all the magicians can't do her any good." 

" Now they are hoping we shall soon come with a 
wonderful talisman. We must study magic — we 
keep on putting it off ; I wonder if there really is a 
jewel in the toad's head." 

s€ You have not inked the wizard's foot on the 
gateway," said Mark. 

When they got home Bevis inked it on the boards 
of the gate ; he could not do it on the rough bark of 
the gate-post. They then worked at the shed, and 
soon put it up in place of the awning, which was 
taken down and carried to the raft. Next the mast 
was erected, and sustained with stays ; it was, how- 
ever, taken down again, so as to be out of the way 
till required, and stowed at the side by the bulwarks. 

The jack was cooked for dinner, and though not 
enough for such hungry people it was a pleasant 
change from the perpetual rashers and damper. 
After Charley had given the signal, they parted; 
Mark took his perch tackle and poled the raft out 
near Pearl Island, where he thought he might catch 
some perch. Bevis loaded the matchlock with ball, 
and went into ambush behind the ash-tree by 
Kangaroo Hill, to try and shoot a kangaroo. 

Mark took Pan and worked the raft along till he 



New Formosa — The Mainland. 1 1 7 

was within forty or fifty yards of Pearl Island, and 
on the windward side. The wind had been change- 
able lately, showing that the weather was not so 
settled as it had been ; it blew from the eastward 
that afternoon, just strong enough to cause a ripple. 
When he had got the raft into the position he 
wished, Mark put the pole down and took his 
rod. 

The raft, as he had designed, floated slowly, and 
without the least disturbance of the water (such as 
his pole or oars would have caused) before the 
wind, till it grounded on a shoal ten yards from 
Pearl Island. Mark knew of the shoal, having 
noticed the place before when they were visiting 
the islets, and thought it would be a likely spot to 
find perch. The ripples breaking over the ridge of 
the shoal made a miniature surf there. 

On the outer or windward side the perch would 
be on the watch for anything that might come 
along on the wavelets, and inside for whatever 
might be washed from the shoal. There were 
weeds at a short distance, but none just there, and 
such places with a clear sandy bottom are the 
favourite haunts of perch in waters like these. First 
he fished outside to windward, and his blue float 
went up and down on the ripples till presently down 
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it went at a single dive, drawn under at once by an 
eager fish. 

In a minute he had a perch on board about half 
a pound weight, and shortly afterwards another, 
and then a third, for when perch are on the feed 
they take the bait directly as fast as it can be put 
in to them. Now Mark, though excited with his 
luck, was cool enough to observe one little precau- 
tion, which was to use a fresh clean worm every 
time, and not to drop in one that had been in the 
least degree mauled. This required some self- 
control, for several times the bait was scarcely 
damaged, but it was a rule that he and Bevis had 
found out, and they always adhered to it. 

For fish have likes and antipathies exactly the 
same as other creatures, and if one approaches a 
bait and turns disdainfnlly away it is quite probable 
that three or four more may check their advance, 
whether from imitation, or taking the opinion of 
the first as a guide to themselves. So Mark always 
had a fresh, untainted bait for them, and in a very 
short time he had six perch on the raft. He put 
them in the locker. 

There was then a pause, he had exhausted that 
school. Next he tried fishing out towards the 
nearest weeds, a small bunch at the utmost limit of 
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his throw, but as half an hour elapsed and he had 
no nibble he tried inside the shoal to leeward. In 
five minutes he landed a fine one, quite two pounds 
and a half, whose leaps went thump, thump on the 
deck like Pan's tail. Ten minutes more and he 
caught another, this time small, and that was his 
last. There were either no more fish, or they had no 
more credence. 

He sat on the locker and watched his float till the 
sun grew low, but it was no use. He knew it was no 
use long before, but still he lingered. Gold-diggers 
linger though they know their claim is exhausted. 
The mind is loth to acknowledge that the game is 
up. Mark knew ib was up ; still he waited and let 
his float uselessly rise and fall, till he heard the 
report of the matchlock from the island, and then 
he poled homewards to see what Bevis had shot. 

In ambush, under the ash-tree, and behind the 
fringe of fern — one frond was scorched where Mark 
had fired through it — Bevis watched with the gun 
ready on the rest. He had purposely gone a little too 
soon, that is, before the shadow stretched right out 
across the glade, because if you do not arrive till 
the last moment a kangaroo may be already out, 
and will be alarmed. Then it is necessary to wait 
till the others recover from their fear; for if one 
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runs in, the sound of bis hasty passage through the 
tunnels in the ground conveys the information to all 
in the bury. 

Not far from him there was a bunch of beautiful 
meadow geraniums; some of their blue cups had 
already dropped, leaving the elongated seed-vessel 
or crane's bill, something like the pointed caps 
worn by mediaeval ladies. The leaves are much 
divided ; perhaps the wind-anemone leaves (but 
these had withered long since) are most finely 
divided, and if you will hold one so that its shadow 
may be cast by the sun on a piece of white paper, 
you cannot choose but admire it. While he sat 
there, now and then changing the position of a 
limb with the utmost care and deliberation, not to 
rustle the grass or to attract attention by moving 
quickly (for kangaroos do not heed anything that 
moves very slowly), he saw a brown furze-chat come 
to a tall fern and perch sideways on the flattened 
yellow stalk. 

Half an hour afterwards there came a sound like 
" top-top " from an oak on his left hand — not the 
ivy-grown one — and when he had by great exertion 
turned himself round, it is difficult to turn and 
still occupy the same space, he followed up all the 
branches of the oak cautiously till he found the bird, 
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If you glance, as it were, broadcast up into a tree 
when it is in leaf, you see nothing, though the bird's 
note may fall from just overhead. Bevis first looked 
quickly up the larger leading branches, letting his 
glance run up them ; then he caused it to travel 
out along the lesser boughs of one greab branch, 
then of another, till he had exhausted all. Still he 
could not find it, though he heard the " top-top." 
But as he had now got a map of the tree in his eye, 
the moment the bird moved he saw it. 

It ran up a partly dead branch, then stopped and 
struck it with its beak, and though the bird was no 
larger than a sparrow the sound of these vehement 
blows could have been heard across the glade. He 
saw some white and red colour, but the glimpse he had 
was too short to notice much. The spotted wood- 
pecker is so hasty that it is not often he is in sight 
more than half a minute. Bevis saw him fly with 
a flight like a finch across to the ivy-grown oak, 
and heard his " top-top " from thence. One of the 
tits has a trick of tapping branches so much in the 
same manner that if he is not seen the sound may 
be mistaken. 

There was now a little rabbit out, but not worth 
shooting. Restless as Bevis was, yet the moment 
he fixed his mind to do a thing his will magnetized 
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the nerves and sinews. He became as still as a 
tree and scarcely heeded the lapse of time. Bees 
went by, which reminded him of the honey in the 
hollow ash, and he heard mice in the fern. The 
shadows had now deepened, and there were two 
thrushes and a blackbird out in the grass. Another 
little kangaroo appeared, and a third, a,nd a long 
way off, too far to shoot, there was one about three 
parts grown, which he hoped would presently feed 
over within range. 

After a while, as this did not happen, he began 
to think he would try and shoot two of the smaller 
ones at once. With shot this could have been 
easily done, for they were often close together. As 
he was watching the young rabbits, and asking 
himself whether the ball would strike both, a 
sense of something moving made him glance again 
up into the oak on his left hand. He did not 
actually see anything go up into it, but the corner 
of his eye — while he was consciously gazing straight 
forward — was aware that something had passed. 

In a moment he saw it was a jay, which had come 
without a sound, for though the jay makes such a 
screech when he opens his bill, his wings are 
almost as noiseless as an owl's. A wood-pigeon 
makes a great clatter, hammering the air and the 
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boughs ; a jay slips into the tree without a sound. 
The bird's back was turned, and the white bar 
across it showed ; in a moment he moved, and the 
blue wing was visible. 

" Frances would like it," Bevis thought, u to put 
in her hat." The ferns hid him on that side, and care- 
less of the rabbits, he gently moved himself round ; 
the little kangaroos lifted their heads, the larger one 
ran to his bury, for to bring his gun to. bear on the 
oak Bevis was obliged to expose himself towards 
the knoll. Now he was round there was this 
difficulty, the jay was high in the oak, and the rest 
was too low. 

To aim up into the tree he must have extended 
himself at full length with his chest on the ground, 
that would be awkward, and most likely while he 
was doing it he should startle the bird. He gently 
lifted the heavy matchlock, sliding the barrel against 
the bark of the ash till he had it in position, holding 
it there by pressing it with his left hand against 
the tree. This gave some support while his wrist 
was fresh, but in a minute he knew it would feel 
the weight, and perhaps tremble. It was necessary 
to shoot quick for this reason, and because the 
jay never stays long in any one tree; yet he 
wanted to take a steady aim. He had not shot 
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anything with the matchlock, though he had 
designed it. 

Bevis brought the barrel to bear, covered the jay 
with the sight, then moved it the merest trifle to 
the left, so that he could just see the bird, and drew 
the match down into the priming. The bird was 
struck up into the air by the blow of the ball and 
fell dead. The wing towards him and part of the 
neck had been carried away by the bullet, which, 
coming upwards, had lifted the jay from the bough. 
On the side away from him the wing was uninjured ; 
this was for Frances. There was no chance of 
getting a rabbit now, so he returned towards the 
hut, and had not been there many minutes before 
Mark came running. 

When the jay and the perch had been talked 
about enough, they made some tea, and sat down 
to wait till it was moonlight. Bevis got out his 
journal and recorded these spoils, while the little 
bats flew to and fro inside the stockade, and even 
under the open shed and over the table just above 
their heads, having little more fear than flies. 

Later on, having landed on the mainland, as they 
were going through the stubble to meet Loo, they 
saw something move, and keeping quite still by the 
hedge, it came towards them, when they knew it 
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was a fox. He came down the furrow between the 
lands, and several times went nosing round the 
shocks of wheat, for he looks on a plump mouse 
as others do on a kidney for breakfast. He did not 
seem to scent them, for when they stepped out he 
was startled and raced away full speed. At the 
whistle Loo brought the flag-basket, heavy with the 
tinned tongues and potted meats they had ordered. 
She was frequently sent into the town on errands 
from the house, so that there was no difficulty at 
the shop. Bevis inquired how all were at home ; 
all were well, and then wished her good-night after 
exacfting another promise of secrecy. Loo watched 
them out of sight. 

That evening they had a splendid supper on New 
Formosa, and sat up playing cards. 

"How ought we to know that your governor and 
the Jolly Old Moke are all right," said Mark, " as 
we're on an island seven thousand miles away? 
Of course we do know, but how ought we to find 
out f There was no telegraph when we lived." 

" Well, it's awkward," said Bevis — " it's very 
awkward ; perhaps we had a magic ring and looked 
through it and saw what the people were doing, or, 
I know ! there's the little looking-glass in the 
cave, don't you remember ? " 
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" We brought it and forgot to hang it up." 

"Yes ; we saw them in a magic mirror, don't you 
see ? "■ 

" Of course — like a picture. First it comes as a 
mist in the mirror, as if you had breathed on it ; 
then you see the people moving about, and very 
likely somebody going to be married that you want, 
and then you cry out, and the mist comes again." 

" That's right : Fll put it down in the journal. 
' Made magic aud saw all the blokes at home/ " 

They fastened Pan up as before at the door-post 
before going to bed, and gave him several slices of 
rolled tongue. They slept the instant they put 
their heads on the hard doubled-up great-coats 
which formed their pillows. 
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CHAPTER IX. 

NEW FORMOSA — THE SOMETHING COMES AGAIN. 

About the middle of the night Pan moved, 
sat up, gave a low growl, then rushed outside 
to the full length of his cord, and set up a 
barking. 

" Pan ! Pan ! " said Bevis, awakened. 

" What is it ? " said Mark. 

Hearing their voices and feeling himself sup- 
ported, Pan increased his uproar. Bevis ran outside 
with Mark and looked round the stockade. It was 
still night, but night was wending to the morn. 
The moon was low behind the trees. The stars 
shone white and without scintillating. They could 
distinctly see every corner of the courtyard ; there 
was nothing in it. 

"It's the something," said Mark. Together 
they ran across to the gateway in the stockade, 
though they had no boots on. They looked outside ; 
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there was nothing. Everything was perfectly still, 
as if the very trees slept. 

" We left the gate open/' said Bevis. 

" I don't believe it's ever been locked but once," 
said Mark. 

Neither had it. On the boards the wizard's foot 
was drawn to keep out the ethereal genii, but they 
had neglected to padlock the door to keep out the 
material. They locked it now, and returned to the 
hut. Pan wagged his tail, but continued to give 
short barks as much as to say, that he was not 
satisfied, though they had seen nothing. 

« What can it be ? " said Mark. " If Pan used 
to swim off every night, he could not have had all 
the things." 

" No. We'll look in the morning and see if 
there are any marks on the ground." 

They sat up a little while talking about it, and 
then reclined ; in three minutes they were firm 
asleep again. Pan curled up, but outside the hut 
now ; once or twice he growled inwardly. 

In the morning they remembered the incident 
the moment they woke, and before letting Pan loose, 
carefully examined every foot of the ground inside 
the stockade. There was not the slightest spoor. 
Nor was there outside the gate ; but it was possible 
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that an animal might pass there without leaving 
much sign in the thin grass. When Pan was 
let free he ran eagerly to the gate, but then 
stopped, looked about him, and came back seem- 
ing to take no further interest. The scent was 
gone. 

" No cooking/' said Mark, as they sat down to 
breakfast. " Glad Pm not a girl to have to do that 
sort of thing." 

" I wish there was some wind/' said Bevis, " so 
that we could have a sail." 

There was a little air moving, but not sufficient to 
make sailing pleasant in so cumbrous a craft as the 
Calypso. They had their bath, but did not cross 
to Serendib, lest Pan should follow and disturb the 
water-fowl. So soon as they had dressed, the match- 
lock was loaded — it was Mark's day — and they 
brought the raft round. 

Mark sat on the deck in front with the match lit, 
and the barrel balanced on a fixed rest they had 
put up for it, not the movable staff. Bevis poled 
the raft across to Serendib, and then very quietly 
round the northern end of that island, where the 
water was deep enough to let the raft pass close to 
the blue gum boughs. Coming round to the other 
side, Mark moved his left hand, which was the 
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signal that they had agreed on, when Bevis kept 
his pole on the ground, dragging so as to almost 
anchor the Calypso. 

In a quarter of a minute Mark fired, and Pan 
instantly jumped overboard. The force of his fall 
carried him under water, but he rose directly and 
brought the moorhen back to them. Bevis dragged 
him on board — the moorhen in his mouth — by the 
neck, for he could not climb over the bulwarks from 
the water. After the gun was loaded Bevis pushed 
on again slowly, but the report had frightened the 
others, and there were no more out feeding. They 
stayed therefore under the blue gum boughs and 
waited. Pan wanted to leap ashore and play havoc, 
but they would not let him, for it was impossible to 
shoot flying with their heavy gun. 

Some time passed, and then Bevis caught sight 
of a neck and a head ; there was nothing more 
visible, near the shore along which they had come. 
It was a dab-chick or lesser grebe. At that, the 
stern end of the raft, there was no rest, but Mark 
sat down and put the barrel on the bulwarks. 
Bevis whispered to him to wait till the dab-chick 
turned its head, for this bird, which swims almost 
flush with the water, goes under in an instant, 
having only to get his head down to disappear. He 
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will dive at the faintest sound or movement that 
he does not recognize, but soon comes up again, 
and will often duck at the flash of a gun too quick 
for the shot to strike him. Mark waited his 
chance and instantly fired, and Pan brought them 
the grebe. 

They waited what seemed a very long time, but 
nothing appeared, so Pan was thrown ashore by 
his neck crash in among the " gix " and meadow- 
sweet. He did not care for that, he went to work in 
an instant. Mark got ready, for though he could 
not shoot flying he thought some of them would 
perhaps swim off. This happened, two moorhens 
came rushing out, one flew, the other swam as 
hastily as he could, and Mark shot the latter. But 
before he could load again Pan had disturbed the 
whole island, some went this way, some that, and all 
the fowl were scattered. 

It was some time before they could get the 
excited spaniel on board ; so soon as they could, 
Bevis poled the raft along to Bamboo Island, where 
several coots and moorhens had taken refuge. As 
they came near these being now on the alert began 
to move off. Mark aimed at one, but he was he 
thought not quite near enough : Bevis poled faster, 
when the moorhen at the splash began to rise, 
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scuttling and dragging the long hanging legs along 
the surface. 

Mark drew the match down into the priming, the 
shot widening as it went, struck up the water like a 
shower round the moorhen, which though only hit 
by one pellet, fell and dived : Pan following. The 
bird came up to breathe. Pan saw her, and yelped. 
He touched ground and ran plunging in the water, 
cantering, lifting his fore-paws and beating the 
water, for he could not run in the same wav as 
ashore. He caught another glimpse of the bird, 
dashed to the spot, and thrust his nose and head 
right under, but missed her. By now the raft had 
come up, and they beat the weeds with their poles. 
The moorhen doubled into the bamboos and sedges, 
but they were so thick they hindered her progress, 
and Pan snapped her up in a moment. 

From Bamboo Island, Bevis poled round to five 
or six banks covered with sedges, and Mark had 
another shot, but this time, perhaps a little too con- 
fident, he missed altogether. There did not seem 
any probabilty of their shooting any more, so they 
returned towards New Formosa, when Mark wanted 
to have one more look round the lower and more 
level end of that island. Bevis poled that way, and 
Mark, seeing something black with a white bill 
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moving in the weeds, fired — a very long shot — and 
felt sure that he had wounded the bird, though for a 
minute it disappeared. Presently Pan brought them 
a young coot. 

Mark had now shot three moorhens, a coot, and 
a dab-chick, but what pleased him most was the 
moorhen he had hit while flying, though but one 
shot had taken effect. He could not have shot so 
many with so cumbrous a gun had not the water- 
fowl been nearly all young, and had not some time 
gone by since the last raid had been made upon these 
sedgy covers; so that, as is the case on all un- 
inhabited islands, the birds were easy to approach. 

Finding that the sun-dial still only gave the time 
as half-past twelve, Mark wanted to try spinning 
again for jack if Bevis was not too tired of poling 
on the raft. Bevis was willing, so they started 
again, and he poled slowly along the edge of the 
broad bands of weeds, while Mark drew the bait 
through the water. He had one success, bringing a 
jack of about two pounds on deck, but no more. 

Then, returning to New Formosa, they visited 
the wires set for kangaroos, which had been for- 
gotten. One had been pushed down, but nothing 
was caught. The wires were moved and set up in 
other runs, with more caution not to touch the grass 
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or the run — the kangaroo's footpath — with the 
hand, and the loops were made a little larger. If 
the loop is too small the rabbit pushes the wire aside ; 
so that it had better be just a little too large, that 
the head may be certain to go through, when the 
shoulders will draw the noose tight. They did not 
sit down to dinner till past two o'clock, having had 
a long morning, no part of which had been lost in 
cooking. 

Watching for Charlie in the afternoon, they 
reclined on the cliff under the oak, resting, and 
talking but little. The light of the sun was often 
intercepted, not entirely shut off, but intercepted by 
thin white clouds slowly drifting over, which like 
branches held back so much of the rays that the 
sun could occasionally be looked at. Then he came 
out again and lit up the waters in gleaming splen- 
dour. There was euough ripple to prevent them 
from seeing any basking fish, but the shifting, 
uncertain air was not enough to be called a breeze. 

Lying at full length inside the shadow of the 
oak, Bevis gazed up at the clouds, which were at 
an immense height, and drifted so slowly as to 
scarcely seem to move, only he saw that they did 
because he had a fixed point in the edge of the oak 
boughs. So thin and delicate was the texture of 
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the white sky-lace above him that the threads 
scarcely hid the blue which the eye knew was 
behind and above it. It was warm without the 
pressure of heat, soft, luxurious ; the summer like 
them reclined, resting in the fulness of the time. 

The summer rested before it went on to autumn. 
Already the tips of the reeds were brown, the 
leaves of the birch were specked, and some of the 
willows dropped yellow ovals on the water; the 
acorns were bulging in their cups, the haws showed 
among the hawthorn as their green turned red ; 
there was a gloss on the blue sloes among the 
" wait-a-bit " blackthorns, red threads appeared in 
the moss of the canker-roses on the briars, A 
sense of rest, the rest not of weariness, but of 
full growth, was in the atmosphere; tree, plant, 
and grassy things had reached their fulness and 
strength. 

The summer shadow lingered on the dial, the sun 
slowed his pace, pausiDg on his way, in the rich 
light the fruits filled. The earth had listened to 
the chorus of the birds, and as they ceased gave 
them their meed of berry, seed, and grain. There 
was no labour for them ; their granaries were full. 
Ethereal gold floated about the hills, filling their 
hollows to the brim with haze. Like a grape the 
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air was ripe and luscious, and to breathe it was a 
drowsy joy. For Circe had smoothed her garment 
and slumbered, and the very sun moved slow. 

They remained idle under the oak for some time 
after Charlie had made the usual signal ; but when 
the shadow of the wood came out over the brambles 
towards the fence Mark reloaded the matchlock, 
and they went into ambush by Kangaroo Hill 
among the hazel bushes this time on the opposite 
side. The hazel bushes seemed quite vacant, only 
one bird passed while they were there, and that was 
a robin, come to see what they were doing and if 
there was anything for him. In the butchery of 
the Wars of the Roses, that such flowers should be 
stained with such memories ! it is certain as the 
murderers watched the robin perched hard by. 
He listened to the voice of fair Rosamond ; he was 
at the tryst when Amy Robsart met her lover. 
Nothing happens in the fields and woods without 
a robin. 

Mark had a shot at last at a kangaroo, but though 
Pan raced his hardest it escaped into the bury. 
It was of no use to wait any longer, so they walked 
very slowly round the island, waiting behind 
every bush, and looking out over the water. There 
was nothing till, as they returned the other side, 
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they saw the parrots approach and descend into the 
ivy-grown oak. Bevis held Pan while Mark crept 
forward from tree-trunk to tree-trunk till he was 
near enough, when he put the heavy barrel against 
a tree, in the same way Bevis had done. His aim 
was true, and the parrot fell. 

It had been agreed that Bevis should have the 
gun at night, for he wished to go on the mainland 
and see if he could shoot anything in the Waste, 
but still unsatisfied Mark wanted yet another shot. 
The thirst of the chase was on him ; he could not 
desist. Since there was nothing else he fired at 
and killed a thrush they found perched on the top 
of the stockade. Mark put down the gun with a 
sigh that his shooting was over. 

Bevis waited till it was full moonlight, putting 
down a few things in his journal, while Mark 
skinned three of his finest perch, which he meant to 
have for supper. To be obliged to cook was one 
thing, to cook just for the pleasure of the taste 
was a different thing. He skinned them because 
he knew the extreme difficulty of scraping the thick- 
set hard scales. Presently Bevis loaded the gun ; 
he was going to do so with ball, when Mark pointed 
out that he could not be certain of a perfectly 
accurate aim by moonlight. This was true/ so he 



138 Bevis. 

reluctantly put shot. Mark's one desire was to 
fetch down his game ; Bevis wished to kill with the 
precision of a single bullet. 

They poled the raft ashore, and both landed, but 
Mark stayed among the bramble thickets holding 
Pan, while Bevis went out into the Waste. He did 
not mean to stay in ambush long anywhere, but 
to try and get a shot from behind the bushes. 
Crouching in the brambles, Mark soon lost sight of 
him, so soon that he seemed to have vanished ; the 
ant-hills, the tall thistles, and the hawthorns con- 
cealed him. 

Bevis stepped noiselessly round the green ant- 
hills, sometimes startling a lark, till, when he looked 
back, he scarcely knew which way he had come. 
In a meadow or a cornfield the smooth surface lets 
the glance travel at once to the opposite hedge, 
and the shape of the enclosure or one at least of its 
boundaries is seen, so that the position is under- 
stood. But here the ant-hills and the rush-bunches, 
the thickets of thistles and brambles gave the 
ground an uneven surface, and the hawthorn-trees 
hid the outline. 

There was no outline; it was a dim uncertain 
expanse with shadows, and a grey mist rising here 
and there, and slight rustlings as pads pressed the 
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sward, or wings rose from roost. Once he fancied 
he saw a light upon the ground not so far off ; he 
moved that way, but the thistles or bushes hid it. 
A silent owl startled him as it slipped past; he 
stamped his foot with anger that he should have 
been startled. Twice he caught a glimpse of white 
tails, but he could not shoot running with the 
matchlock. 

Incessantly winding round and round the ant-hills, 
he did not know which way he was going, except 
that he tried to keep the moon a little on his left 
hand, thinking he could shoot better with the light 
like that. After some time he reached a boulder, 
another one not so large as that they had examined 
together ; this was about as high as his chest. 

He leaned against it and looked over ; there was 
a green waggon track the other side, which wound 
out from the bushes, and again disappeared among 
them. Though he knew that Mark could not be 
far, and that a whistle would bring him, he felt 
utterly alone. It was wilder than the island — 
the desolate thistles, the waste of rushes, the 
thorns, the untouched land which the ants possessed 
and not man, the cold grey boulder, the dots of 
mist here and there, and the pale light of the moon. 
Something of the mystery of the ancient days hovers 
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at night over these untilled places. He leaned 
against the stone and looked for the flicker of 
light which he had seen, and supposed must be a 
will- o'- the- wisp, but he did not see it again. 

Suddenly something came round the corner of 
the smooth green waggon track, and he knew in an 
instant by the peculiar amble that it was a hare. The 
long barrel of the matchlock was cautiously placed 
on the stone, and he aimed as well as he could, for 
when looked at along a barrel objects have a singular 
way of disappearing at night. Then he paused, for 
the hare still came on. Hares seem to see little in 
front; their eyes sweep each side, but straight 
ahead they are blind till the air brings them the 
scent they dread. 

All at once the hare sat up — he had sniffed Bevis, 
and the same minute the flash rushed from the 
muzzle. Bevis ran directly and found the hare 
struggling ; almost as soon as he had lifted him up 
Pan was there. Then Mark came leaping from 
ant-hill to ant-hill, and crushing through the thistles 
in his haste. As Mark had come direct from the 
shore he knew the general direction, and they 
hurried back to the raft, fearing some of the 
savages might come to see who was shooting on 
the mainland. Once on the island, as the perch 
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were cooking, the game was spread out on the 
table — three moorhens, a coot, a dab-chick, a wood- 
pigeon, a hare, and the jack Mark had caught. 

Of all the hare, or rather leveret, for it was a 
young one, was the finest. His black-tipped ears, 
his clean pads, his fur — every separate hair with 
three shades of colour — it was a pleasure to smooth 
his fur down with the hand. 

" This is the jolliest day we've had," said Mark. 
"All shooting and killing and real hunting— real 
island — and no work and no cooking, except just 
what we like. It's splendid/' 

" If only Val and Cecil could see," said Bevis, 
handling the ears of his hare for the twentieth time. 

Won't they go on when we tell them ? " 

Don't talk about that," said Mark ; " don't say 
anything about going home ; that's the Other Side, 
you know." 

" So it is. No, we won't say anything about it. 
Isn't he a beauty ! " 

"A real beauty," said Mark. "Now let's see 
how we can shoot a lot more to-morrow ; it's your 
turn ; will you let me shoot once ?" 

" Of course ; twice." 

"Hurrah ! First let's get up very early and see 
if a kangaroo is out; then let's go round Serendib ; 
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and, I say, let's go nearly up to Sweet River Falls — 
not quite, not near enough for the savages — and, I 
say ! there must be heaps of things in all those 
sedges we tried to walk through once ! " 

" We could pole across to them." 

"Of course; and then get in ambush on the 
mainland in the evening, and shoot another parrot, 
and fish — no, fishing is slow, rather. Suppose we 
make a fish-spear and stick them ! and stick it into 
the mud for eels. Could you think how to make a fish- 
spear, not my bone harpoon, an iron one — sharp ? " 

" I'll try." 

t€ ! you can do it ; and let's put up some more 
wires, and — I do declare, I forgot to put in some 
more trimmers; we might put twenty trimmers 
and night-lines — " 

" And build a hut on Serendib to wait in in 
winter when the ducks come — don't you remember 
last winter — hundreds of them?'' 

" First-rate ! But now to-morrow. How stupid 
we never brought any nets ! " 

"Well, that was stupid," said Bevis, still stroking 
his hare ; he loved the creature he had slain. " I 
can't think how we forgot the nets." 

" There's thousands of fish ; we could haul out a 
boatful Let's see, isn't there anything else we 
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could do T Wish we had some ferrets ! It's not 
the right time, but still it doesn't matter. " 

" Perhaps we could build a fence-net/' said 
Bevis. " I forget the proper name ; it's a stockade 
like a V, and you drive all the animals in with 
dogs." 

s€ And a pit with strong spikes at the bottom 
in the corner. The perch are ready ; move the 
things." 

Bevis hung the hare up in the cave, but yet re- 
mained a moment to stroke the unconscious creature. 
The perch were very good indeed ; as they were not 
in a hurry the fish had been cooked better. They 
played cards afterwards, discussing in the meantime 
various ways of killing the animals and birds about 
them. 

Already in one day they had got more than 
enough to serve them for three or four, yet they 
were not satisfied. Like savages, they were hurried 
on by the thirst of the chase, like the thirst for wine ; 
their tongues were parched with the dry sulphur 
fumes of powder ; they hungered to repeat the wild 
excitement when the game was struck and hunted 
down. Had it been the buffaloes of the prairie, it 
would have been just the same; had it been the 
great elephants of inner Africa, they would have 
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shot them down without even a thought of the 
ivory. 

As they were fastening up Pan at the doorway 
before lying down they recollected the visit of the 
unknown creature on the previous night, and went 
out and padlocked the gate. The matchlock was 
loaded with shot, which did not require so accurate 
an aim, and was therefore best for shooting in a 
hurry, and instead of being hung up it was leaned 
against the wall as more accessible, and the priming 
seen to. A long candle was put in the lantern on 
the niche and left burning, so that if awakened they 
could see to get the gun at once. The creature 
went off so quickly that not a moment must be lost 
in shooting if it came again/ and they said to each 
other (to set the clock of their minds) that they 
would not stop to listen, but jump up the second 
they awoke if Pan barked. This time they thought 
they should be sure to see the animal at least, if 
not shoot it. 
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CHAPTER X. 

NEW FORMOSA— THE TIGER FROM THE HEEDS. 

Pan did bark. It seemed to them that they had 
scarcely closed their eyes ; in realifcy they had slept 
hours, and the candle had burned short. The clock 
of their minds being set,they were off the bed in an 
instant. Bevis, before his eyes were hardly open, 
was lighting the match of the gun; Mark had 
darted to the curtain at the door. 

There was a thick mist and he could see nothing: 
in a second he snatched out his pocket-knife (for 
they slept in their clothes), and cut the cord with 
which Pan was fastened up just as Bevis came with 
the gun. Pan raced for the aperture in the fence at 
the corner by the cliff — he perfectly howled with 
frantic rage as he ran and crushed himself through. 
They were now under the open shed outside the 
hut, and heard Pan scamper without ; suddenly his 
howl of rage stopped, there was a second of silence, 
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then the dog yelled with pain. The next moment 
he crept back through the fence and before he "was 
through something hurled itself against the 
stockade behind him with such force that the 
fence shook. 

" Shoot — shoot there/* shouted Mark, as the dog 
crept whining towards them. Bevis lifted the gun, 
but paused. 

" If the thing jumps over the fence," he said. 
He had but one shot, he could not load quickly : 
Mark understood. 

" No — no, don't shoot. Here — here's the bow." 

Bevis took it and sent an arrow at the fence in 
the corner with such force that it penetrated the 
willow-work up to the feather. Then they both 
ran to the gate and looked over. All this scarcely 
occupied a minute. 

But there was nothing to see. The thick white 
mist concealed everything but the edge of the 
brambles near the stockade, and the tops of the 
trees farther away. 

" Nothing," said Mark. " What was it ? " 

" Shall we go out ? " said Bevis. 

" No — not till we have seen it." 

" It would be better not — we can't tell." 

" You can shoot as it jumps the fence," said 
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Mark, " if it comes : it will stop a minute on the 
top." 

Unless they can clear a fence, animals pause a 
moment on the top before they leap down. They 
went back to the open shed with a feeling that it 
would be best to be some way inside the fence, and 
so have a view of the creature before it sprang. 
Mark picked up an axe, for he had no weapon but 
a second arrow which he had in his hand : the axe 
was the most effective weapon there was after the 
gun. They stood under the shed, watching the top 
of the stockade and waiting. 

Till now they had looked upon the unknown as 
a stealthy thief only, but when Pan recoiled they 
knew it must be something more. 

"It might jump down from the cliff," said 
Bevis. 

While they watched the semi-circular fence in 
front the creature might steal round to the cliff and 
leap down on the roof of the hut. Mark stepped 
out and looked along the verge of the sand cliff. He 
could see up through the runners of the brambles 
which hung over the edge, and there was nothing 
there. Looking up like this he could see the pale 
stars above the mist. It was not a deep mist — it 
was like a layer on the ground, impenetrable to the 
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eye longitudinally, but partially transparent verti- 
cally. Returning inside, Mark stooped and exa- 
mined Pan, who had crept at their heels. There 
were no scratches on him. 

"He's not hurt/' said Mark. "No teeth or 
claws." 

" But he had a pat, didn't he ? " 

" I thought so — how he yelled ! But you look, 
there's no blood. Perhaps the thing hit him with- 
out putting its claws out." 

"They slip out when they strike," said Bevis, 
meaning that as wild beasts strike their claws in- 
voluntarily extend from the sheaths. He looked, 
Pan was not hurt ; Mark felt his ribs too, and said 
that none were broken. There were no fragments 
of fur or hair about his mouth, no remnants of a 
struggle. 

" I don't believe he fought at all," said Bevis. 
" He stopped — he never went near." 

" Very likely : now I remember — he stopped 
barking all at once ; he was afraid ! " 

" That was it : but he yelled—" 

" It must have been fright," said Mark. " Nothing 
touched him : Pan, what was it ? " 

Pan wagged his tail once, once only: he still 
crouched and kept close to them. Though patted 
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and reassured, his spirit had been too mnch broken 
to recover rapidly. The spaniel was thoroughly 
cowed. 

"It came very near/' said Bevis. "It hit the 
fence while he was getting through." 

" It must have missed him — perhaps it was a 
long jump. Did you hear anything rush off." 

" No." 

« No more did I." 

" Soft pads," said Bevis, " they make no noise 
like hoofs." 

ts No, that was it : and it's sandy too." Sand 
" gives " a little and deadens the sound of footsteps. 

" Let's go and look again/' 

" So we will." 

They went to the gate — Pan, they noticed did 
not follow — and looked over again : this time longer 
and more searchingly. They could see the ground 
for a few yards, and then the mist obscured it like 
fleece among brambles. 

" Pan's afraid to come," said Mark, as they went 
back to the shed. 

" The fire ought to be lit," said Bevis. " They 
are afraid of fire." 

« You watch," said Mark, " and 111 light it." 

He drew on his boots, and put on his coat — for 
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they ran out in waistcoat and trousers — then he 
held the gun, while Bevis did the same ; then Bevis 
took it, and Mark hastily gathered some sticks 
together and lit them, often glancing over his 
shoulder at the fence behind, and with the axe 
always ready to his hand. When the flames began 
to rise they felt more at ease ; they knew that wild 
beasts dislike fire, and somehow fire warms the spirit 
as well as the body. The morning was warm 
enough, they did not need a fire, but the sight of 
the twisted tongues as they curled spirally and 
broke away was restorative as the heat is to actual 
bodily chill. Bevis went near: even the spaniel 
felt it, he shook himself and seemed more cheerful. 

" The thing was very near when we first went 
out," said Bevis. "I wish we had run to the gate 
directly without waiting for the gun." 

" But we did not know what it was." 

" No." 

" And I cut Pan loose directly." 

" It had only to run ten yards to be out of sight 
in the mist." 

t€ And it seems so dark when you first run out." 

" It's lighter now." 

" There's no dew." 

" Dry mist — it's clearing a little." 
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As they stood by the fire the verge of the cliff 
above the roof of the hut came out clear of vapour, 
then they saw the trees outside the stockade rise as 
it were higher as the vapour shrunk through them : 
the stars were very faint. 

" Lu — lu ! " said Mark, pointing to the crevice 
between the fence and the cliff, and urging Pan to 
go out again : the spaniel went a few yards towards 
it, then turned and came back. He could not be 
induced to venture alone. 

"Lions do get loose sometimes," said Bevis 
thoughtfully. He had been running over every wild 
beast in his mind that could by any possibility 
approach them. Cases do occur every now and then 
of vans being overturned, and lions and tigers 
escaping. 

"So they do, but we have not heard any 
roar." 

" No, and we must have come on it if it stops on 
the island," said Bevis. " We have been all round 
so many times. Or does it go to and fro — do lions 
swim ? " 

" He would have no need to," said Mark. " I 
mean not after he had swum over here, he wouldn't 
go away for us — he could lie in the bushes." 

"Perhaps we have gone close by it without 
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knowing/' said Bevis. €i There's the ' wait-a-bit 
thorns/ " 

They had never been through the thicket of 
blackthorn. 

"Pan never barked though. He's been all 
round the island with us." 

"Perhaps he was afraid — like he was just now." 

" Ah, yes, very likely." 

" And we hit him too to keep him quiet, not to 
startle the kangaroos." 

"Or the water-fowl— so we did: we may have 
gone close by it without knowing." 

" In the € wait-a-bits ' or the hazel." 

" Or the sedges, where it's drier." 

"Foxes lie in withy beds — why should not 
this ? " 

" Of course : but I say— only think, we may have 
gone within reach of its paw ten times." 

"While we were lying down too," said Bevis, 
" in ambush It might have been in the ferns close 
behind." 

" All the times we walked about and never took 
the gun," said Mark ; "or the bow and arrow, or the 
axe, or anything — and just think ! Why we came 
back from the raft without even a stick in our 
hands." 



The Tiger from the Reeds. 153 

" Yes — it was silly : and we came quietly too, to 
try and see it" 

" Well, we just were stupid ! " said Mark. " Only 
we never thought It could be anything big." 

" But It must be." 
^ " Of course It is : we won't go out again without 
the gun, and the axe — " 

" And my bow to shoot again, because you can't 
load a matchlock quick." 

" That's the worst of it : tigers get loose too 
sometimes, don't they ? and panthers more often, 
because there are more of them." 

" Yes, one is as dangerous as the other. Pan- 
thers are worse than lions." 

" More creepy." 

" Cattish. They slink on you ; they don't roar 
first." 

" Then perhaps it's a panther." 

"Perhaps. This is a very likely place, if any- 
thing has got loose; there's the jungle on the 
mainland, and all the other woods, and the Chase 
up by Jack's." 

u Yes — plenty of cover : almost like forest.'* 

Besides the great wood in which they had 
wandered there were several others in the neighbour- 
hood, and a Chase on the hills by Jack's, so that in 
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case of a beast escaping from a caravan it would 
find extensive cover to hide in. 

" Only think," said Bevis, " when we bathed ! " 

"Ah!" Mark shuddered. While they bathed 
naked and unarmed, had It darted from the reeds 
they would have fallen instant victims, without the 
possibility of a struggle even. 

" It is horrible," said Bevis. 

" There are reeds and sedges everywhere," said 
Mark. " It may be anywhere." 

" It's not safe to move." 

" Especially as Pan's afraid and won't warn us. 
If the thing had seen us bathing ; It could not, or 
else — ah ! " 

" They tear so," said Bevis. " It's not the wound 
so much as the tearing." 

" Like bramble hooks," said Mark. The curved 
hooks of brambles and briars inflict lacerated hurts 
worse than the spikes of thorns. Flesh that is 
torn cannot heal like that which is incised. " ! 
stop! panthers get in trees, don't they? It may 
have been up in that oak that day ! " 

" In the ivy : we looked ! " 

" But the ivy is thick and we might not have 
seen ! It might have jumped down on us.' 

" So it might any minute in the wood.' 
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"Then we can't go in the wood." 

" Nor among the sedges round the shore," 

" Nor the brambles, nor fern, nor hazel." 

ft Nowhere — except on the raft. 

" Then we mast take care how we come back." 

" How shall we sleep ! " 

u Ah ! — think, it might have come any night ! " 

" We left the gate open." 

" ! how stupid we have been." 

1 

" It could kill Pan with one stroke." 
" And Pan was not here : he used to swim off." 
" Directly he was tied up, you recollect, the 
very first night, he barked — no, the second." 
" It may have come every night before." 
" Eight inside the stockade — under the awning." 
"Into the hut while we were away — the bacon 
was on the shelf." 

" If It could jump up like that, it could jump the 
fence." 

" Of course; and it shows it was a cat-like crea- 
ture, because it could take one thing without dis- 
turbing another. Dogs knock things down, cats 
don't." 

ts No, panthers are a sort of big cat." 
" That's what gnawed the jack's head." 
And why there was no mark on the ground — 
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their pads are so soft, and don't cat holes like 
hoofs." 

" The kangaroos too, you remember : very often 
they wouldn't come out. Something was about." 

" Of course. How could we have been so stupid 
as not to see this before ! " 

" Why, we never suspected." 

" But we ought to have suspected. You thought 
you saw something move in the sedges on Sun- 
day." 

" So I did — it was this thing : it must have 
been." 

" Then it swims off and comes back." 

" Then if we hunt all over the island and don't 
find It — we're no safer, because it may come off 
to us any time." 

" Any time." 

"What sfiaZZ we do?" 

" Can't go home," said Bevis. 

" Can't go home," repeated Mark. 

They could not desert their island : it would have 
been so like running away too, and they had so 
often talked of Africa and shooting big game. Then 
to run away when in its presence would have lowered 
them in their own estimation. 
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" Can't," said Bevis again. 

" Can't," again repeated Mark. They could not 
go— they mnst face It, whatever it was. 

" We shall have to look before every step," said 
Bevis. "Up in the trees — through the bashes — 
and the reeds." 

" We must not go in the reeds much : you can't 
tell there—" 

" No, not much. We must watch at night. 
First one, and then the other." 

" And keep the fire burning. There ought to be 
a fence along the top of the cliff." 

" Yes — that's very awkward : you can't put stakes 
in hard sand like that." 

" We must drive in some — and cut them sharp at 
the top." 

" What a pity the stockade is nob sharp at the 
top ! — Nails, that's it : we must drive in long nails 
and file the tops off ! " 

t€ And put some stakes with nails along the cliff — 
the thing could not get in quite so quick." 

" The gate is not very strong : we must barri- 
cade it." 

" Wish we could lock the door ! " 

" I should think so ! " 
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Now they realized what is forgotten in the routine 
of civilized life — the security of doors and bolts. 
Their curtain was no defence. 

" Barricade the door." 

" Yes, but not too close, else we can't shoot — we 
should be trapped." 

" I see ! Put the barricade round a little way in 
front. Why not have two fires, one each side ! " 

" Capital. We will fortify the place ! Loop-holes. 
The weak spot will be the edge of the cliff up there. 
If we put a fire there people may see it — savages — 
and find us." 

" That won't do/' 

" No : we must fortify the edge somehow, stakes 
with nails for one thing. Perhaps a train of gun- 
powder ! " 

" Ah, yes. Lucky we've got plenty to eat. It 
won't be nice not to have the gun loaded. I mean 
while loading the thing might come." 

" We've got plenty to eat." 

" And I wanted a lot of shooting to-day," said 
Mark. 

« All that's spoiled." 

" Quite spoiled." 

Yesterday they had become intoxicated with the 
savage joy of killing, the savage's cruel but wild and 
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abandoned and unutterable joy : they had planned 
slaughter for to-day. To-day they were themselves 
environed with deadly peril. This is the opposite 
side of wild life : the forest takes its revenge by 
filling the mind with ceaseless anxiety. 

" The sun ! " said Bevis with pleasure as the rays 
fell aslant into the open shed. The sun had been 
above the horizon some little while but had been 
concealed by the clouds and thick vapour. Now that 
the full bright light of day was come there seemed 
no need of such intense watchfulness. It was hardly 
likely that they would be attacked in their stockade 
in broad daylight ; the boldest beasts of prey would 
not do that unless driven very hard by hunger. 

But when they began to prepare the breakfast, 
there was no water to fill the kettle : Mark gene- 
rally went down to the shore for water every morning. 
Although they had no formal arrangement, in 
practice it had gradually come about that one did 
one thing and one another : Mark got the water, 
Bevis cut up wood for the fire. Mark had 
usually gone with the zinc bucket, whistling down 
to the strand merry enough. Now he took up the 
bucket, but hesitated. 

"I'll come," said Bevis. "One can't go alone 
anywhere now." 



1 60 Bevis. 

"The other must always have the matchlock 
ready." 

" Always," said Bevis, " and keep a sharp look- 
out all round while one does the things. Why the 
gun is only loaded with shot, now I remember ! " 

" No more it is : how lucky It did not jump 
over ! Shot would have been of no nse." 

" Fll shoot it off," said Bevis — " our ramrod 
won't draw a charge — and load again." 

"Yes, do." 

Bevis fired the charge in the air, and they heard 
the pellets presently falling like hail among the trees 
outside. Then he loaded again with ball, blew the 
match, and looked to the priming ; Mark took the 
axe in one hand and the bucket in the other, and 
they unlocked the gate. 

"We ought to be able to lock it behind us," 
he said. 

"We'll put in another staple presently," said 
Bevis. " Step carefully to see if there are any 
marks on the ground." 

They examined the surface attentively, but could 
distinguish no footprints: then they went to the 
fence where the creature had sprung against it. 
The arrow projected, and near it, on close investiga- 
tion, they saw that a piece of the bark of the inter- 
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woven willow had been torn off as if by a claw. 
But look as intently as they would they could not 
trace it further on such ground, the thin grass and 
sand would not take an imprint. 

" Pads/' said Bevis, " else there would have been 
spoor." 

" Tiger, or panther then : we must take care," 
said Mark. " Pan's all right now, look." 

Pan trotted on before them along the well-known 
path to the shore, swinging his tail and unconcerned. 
As they walked they kept a watch in every direc- 
tion, up in the trees, behind the bushes, where the 
surface was hollow, and avoided the fern. When 
Mark had dipped, they returned in the same manner, 
walking slowly and constantly on the alert. 
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CHAPTER XI. 

NEW FORMOSA — THE FORTIFICATION. 

Entering the stockade, they locked the gate behind 
them, a thing they had never done before in day- 
light, that they might not be surprised. After 
breakfast Bevis began to file off the heads of the 
nails, which was slow work, and when he had done 
five or six, he thought it would be handier to drive 
them into the posts first, and file them off afterwards, 
as they could both work then instead of only one. 
They had but one vice to hold the nail and only one 
could use it at a time. So the nails, the longest and 
largest they had, were driven into the stakes of the 
stockade about a foot apart — as near as the 
stakes stood to each other — and thus, not without 
much weariness of wrist, for filing is tedious, they 
cut off the heads and sharpened them. 

Had these spikes been nearer together it would 
have been better, but that they could not manage; 
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the willow-work split if a large nail was driven into 
it. Next they got together materials for barricading 
the door of the hut, or rather the open shed in front 
of it. To cut these they had to go outside, and 
Mark watched with the matchlock while Bevis 
chopped. 

Poles were nailed across the open sides from 
upright to upright, not more than six inches asunder 
right up to the beam on two sides. This allowed 
plenty of space to shoot through, but nothing of 
any size could spring in. On the third, the poles 
were nailed across up to three feet high, and the 
rest prepared and left ready to be lashed in position 
with cords the last thing at night. 

When these were put up there would be a com- 
plete cage from within which they could fire or 
shoot arrows, and be safe from the spring of the 
beast. Lastly, they went up on the cliff to see what 
could be done there. The sand was very hard, so 
that to drive in stakes the whole length of the cliff 
edge would have taken a day, if not two days. 

They decided to put up some just above the hut 
so as to prevent the creature leaping on to the roof, 
and perhaps tearing a way through it. Bevis held 
the matchlock this time and watched while Mark 
hewed out the stakes, taking the labour and the 

M «* 



1 64 Bevis. 

watching in turn. With much trouble, these were 
driven home and sharpened nails put at the top, 
so that the beast approaching from behind would 
have to leap over these before descending the per- 
pendicular cliff on to the hut. The fortification was 
now complete, and they sat down to think if there 
was anything else. 

" One thing," said Mark, " we will take care and 
fill the kettle and the bucket with water this even- 
ing before we go to sleep. Suppose the thing came 
and stopped just outside and wouldn't go away ? " 

" Besieged us — yes, that would be awkward ; we 
will fill all the pots and things with water, and get 
in plenty of wood for the fires. How uncomfortable 
it is without our bath ! " 

« I feel horrid." 

" I must have a bath," said Bevis. " I will have 
a swim." 

" We can watch in turn, but if the panther sees 
any one stripped it's more likely to try and seize 
him." 

" Yes, that's true : I know ! Suppose we go out 
on the raft ! " 

€i Eight away." 

" Out to Pearl Island and swim there : there are 
no sedges there. J 
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" Hurrah ! If he comes we should see him a long 
way first." 

" Of course, and keep the gun ready." 

" Come on." 

" First drive in the staple to lock the gate out- 
side." 

This was done, and then they went down to the 
raft, moving cautiously and examining every likely 
place for the beast to lie in ambush before passing. 
The raft was poled round and out to Pearl Island, 
on which no sedges grew, nor were there any within 
seventy or eighty yards. Nothing could approach 
without being seen. 

Yet, when they stood on the brim ready to go 
into the water the sense of defencelessness was almost 
overpbwering. The gun was at hand, and the match 
burning, the axe could be snatched up in a moment, 
the bow was strung and the sharp arrows by it. 

But without their clothes they felt defenceless. 
The human skin offers no resistance to thorn or claw 
or tusk. There is nothing between us and the 
enemy, no armour of hide, his tusk can go straight 
to our lives at once. Standing on the brink they 
felt the heat of the sun on the skin : if it could not 
bear even the sunbeams, how could so sensitive and 
delicate a covering endure the tiger's claw ? 
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" It won't do," said Mark. 

" No." 

" Suppose you watch while I swim, and then you 
swim and I watch ? " 

" That will be better." 

Bevis stopped on board the raft, threw his coat 
loosely round his shoulders, — for the sun, if he kept 
still, would otherwise redden and blister, and cause 
the skin to peel, — and then took up the matchlock. 
So soon as Mark saw he had the gun ready, he ran 
in, for it was too shallow to plunge, and then swam 
round the raft keeping close to it. When he had 
had his bath, he threw the towel round his shoulders 
to protect himself from the heat as Bevis had with 
his coat and took the gun. Bevis had his swim, 
and then they dressed. 

Poling the raft back to the island, they observed 
the same precautions in going through the trees to 
the hut. Once Mark fancied there was something in 
the fern, but Pan innocently ran there before they 
could call to him, and as nothing moved they went 
to the spot, and found that two fronds had turned 
yellow and looked at a distance a little like the 
tawny coat of an animal. Except under excitement 
and not in a state of terrorism they would have re- 
cognized the yellow fern in an instant; but when 
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intent on one subject the mind is ready to construe 
everything as relating to it, and disallows the 
plain evidence of the senses. Even " seeing " is 
hardly "believing/' 

They reached the hut without anything happening, 
and as they could not now wander about the island 
in the careless way they had hitherto done, and had 
nothing else to do, they cooked two of the moor- 
hens. The gate in the stockade was locked, and 
the gun kept constantly at hand. A good deal of 
match was consumed, as it had to be always 
burning, else they could not shoot quickly. Soon 
the sense of confinement became irksome : they 
could not go outside without arming to the teeth, 
and to walk up and down so circumscribed a space 
was monotonous, indeed they could not do it after 
such freedom. 

" Can't move/' said Mark. 

" Chained up like dogs." 

« I hate it." 

" Hate it ! I should think so ! " 

" But we can't go out." 

"No/ 1 

They had to endure it : they could not even go up 
to see the time by the dial without one accompanying 
the other with the gun as guard. It was late 
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when they had finished dinner, and went up to 
watch for the signal. On the cliff they felt more 
secure, as nothing could approach in front, and behind 
the slope was partly open, still one had always 
to keep watch even there. Mark sat facing the 
slope with the gun : Bevis faced the New Sea with 
the telescope. The sky had clouded over and there 
was more wind, in puffs, from the south-east. 
Charlie soon came, waved the handkerchief, and 
went away. 

" I wish he was here," said Bevis. 

" So do I now," said Mark, " and Val and Cecil — " 

" And Ted." 

" Yes. But how could we know that there was a 
panther here ? " 

"But it serves us right for not asking them," 
said Bevis. " It was selfish of us." 

"Suppose we go ashore and send Loo to tell 
Charlie and Val—" 

" Last night," said Bevis, interrupting, " why 
— while I was out in the wilderness and you were 
in the thicket the thing might have had either 
of us." 

"No one watching." 

t€ If one was attacked, no one near to help." 

•< No." 
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st But we could both go together, and tell Loo, 
and get Charlie and Val and Cecil and Ted. If we 
all had guns now ! " 

" Five or six of us ! " 

" Perhaps if we told the people at home, the 
governor would let me have one of his : then we 
could load and shoot quick ! " 

" And the Jolly Old Moke would let me have 
his ! and if Val could get another and Ted, we could 
hunt the island and shoot the creature." 

Mark was as eager now for company as he had 
been before that no one should enjoy the island 
with them. 

" We could bring them all off on the raft/' said 
Bevis. " It would carry four, I think." 

" Twice would do it then. Let's tell them ! Let's 
see Loo, and send her! Wouldn't they come as 
quick as lightning ! " 

" They would be wild to help to shoot it." 

" Just to have the chance." 

" Yes ; but I say ! what stupes we should be ! " 
said Bevis. 

"Why? How?" 

" After we have had all the danger and trouble, to 
let them come in and have the shooting and the 
hunt and the skin." 
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" Triumph and spoils ! " 

"Striped skin." 

" Or spotted." 

" Or tawny mane— we don't know which. Just 
think, to let them have it! " 

" No/' said Mark. " That we won't : we must 
have it." 

" It's our tiger," said Bevis. 

" All ours." 

" Every bit." 

" The claws make things, don't they?" said Mark : 
he meant the reverse, that things are made of tiger's 
claws as trophies. 

" Yes, and the teeth." 

" And the skin — beautiful ! " 

« Splendid ! " 

" Eugs." 

" Hurrah ! » 

« We'll have him I " 

" Kill him ! " 

« Yow— wow ! " 

Pan caught their altered mood and leaped on 
them, barking joyously. They went down into the 
stockade and considered if there was anything they 
could do to add to their defences, and at the same 
time increase the chances of shooting the tiger. 
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Perhaps he won't spring over/' said Mark; 

suppose we leave the gate open ? else we shan't 
get a shot at him/ 1 

"I want a shot at him while he's on the fence/' 
said Bevis, " balanced on the top, you know, like 
Pan sometimes at home." In leaping a fence or 
gate too high for him they had often laughed at the 
spaniel swaying on the edge and not able to get his 
balance to leap down without falling headlong. " I 
know what we will do/' he continued, " we'll put out 
some meat to tempt him." 

" Bait." 

" Hang up the other birds — and my hare — no — 
shall I? He's such a beauty. Yes, I will. I'll 
put the hare out too. Hares are game ; he's sure to 
jump over for the hare." 

" Drive in a stake half-way," said Mark, meaning 
half-way between the cage and the stockade. " Let's 
do it now." 

There were several pieces of poles lying about, 
and the stake was soon up. The birds and the 
hare were to be strung to it to tempt the beast to 
leap into the enclosure. The next point was at what 
part should they aim ? At the head, the shoulders, 
or where ? as the most fatal. 

The head was the best, but then in the hurry and 
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excitement they might miss it, and he might not 
turn his shoulder, so they decided that whoever 
was on the watch at the moment should aim at the 
body of the creature so as to be certain to plant 
a bullet in it. If he was once hit, his rage and 
desire of revenge would prevent him from going 
away ; he would attack the cage, and while he was 
venting his rage on the bars there would be time to 
load and fire again. 

" And put the muzzle close to his head the second 
time/' said Mark. 

" Certain to kill then." 

They sat down inside the cage and imagined the 
position the beast would be in when it approached 
them. Mark was to load the matchlock for the 
second shot in any case, while Bevis sent arrow 
after arrow into the creature. Pan was to be tied 
up with a short cord, else perhaps the tiger or 
panther would insert a paw and kill him with a 
single pat. 

"But it's so long to wait/' said Mark. "He 
won't come till the middle of the night." 

" He's been in the day when we were out," said 
Bevis. " Suppose we go up on the cliff, leave the 
gate open, and if he comes shoot down at him ? " 

" Come on." 
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They went up on the cliff, just behind the spiked 
stakes, taking with them the gun, the axe, and bow 
and arrows. If the beast entered the enclosure 
they could get a capital shot down at him, nor 
could he leap up, he would have to go some distance 
round to get at them, and meantime the gun could 
be reloaded. They waited, nothing entered the 
stockade but a robin. 

"This is very slow," said Mark. 

u Very," said Bevis. " What's the use of wait- 
ing ? Suppose we go and hunt him up." 

« In the wood ? " 

" Everywhere — sedges and fern — everywhere." 

« Hurrah ! " 

Up they jumped full of delight at the thought of 
freedom again. It was so great a relief to move 
about that they ignored the danger. Anything was 
better than being forced to stay still. 

" If he's on the island we'll find him." 

"Leave the gate open, that we may run in 
quick." 

" Perhaps he'll go in while we're away, then we 
can just slip up on the cliff, and fire down — " 

" Jolly ! " 

" Look very sharp." 

" Blow the match." 
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They entered among the trees, following the path 
which led round the island. Bevis carried the 
matchlock, Mark the bow and arrows and axe, and 
it was arranged that the moment Bevis had fired he 
was to pass the gun to Mark, and take his bow. 
While he shot arrows, Mark was to load and shoot 
as quick as he could. The axe was to be thrown 
down on the ground, so that either could snatch it 
up if necessary. All they regretted was that they 
had not got proper hunting-knives. 

First they went down to the raft moored to the 
alder bough as usual, then on to the projecting point 
where Mark once fished; on again to where the 
willow-tree lay overthrown in the water, and up to 
the firs under which they had reclined. Then they 
went to the shore at the uttermost southern 
extremity and sent Pan into the sedges. He drove 
out a moorhen, but they did not shoot at it now, 
not daring to do so lest the beast should attack 
them before they could load again. 

Coming up the western side of the island, they 
once thought they saw something in the bushes, but 
found it to be the trunk of a fallen tree. In going 
inland to Kangaroo Hill they moved more slowly 
as the wood was thicker, and intent on the slightest 
indication, the sudden motion of a squirrel climbing 
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a beech startled them. From the top of the green 
knoll they looked all round, and thus examined the 
glade. There was not the slightest sign. The 
feathers of a wood-pigeon were scattered on the 
grass in one place, where a hawk had struck it 
down. This had happened since they were last at 
the glade. It was probably one of the pigeons that 
roosted in the ivy-grown oak. 

Crossing to the oak, they flung sticks up into the 
ivy; there was no roar in response. While here 
they remembered the wires, and looked at them, 
but there was nothing caught, which they considered 
a proof that the rabbits were afraid to venture far 
from their burries while the tiger, or whatever 
beast it was, was prowling about at night. 
• Returning to. the shore, they recollected a large 
bed of sedges and reed-grass a little way back, and 
going there Bevis shot an arrow into it. The arrow 
slipped through the reed-grass with a slight rustle 
till it was lost. The spaniel ran in and they heard 
him plunging about. There was nothing in the 
reed-grass. 

Lastly they went to the thicket of " wait-a-bit " 
blackthorn. Pan did go in, and that was as much, 
he soon came out, he did not like the blackthorn. 
But by throwing stones and fragments of dead 
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branches up in the air so that they should descend 
into the midst of the thicket they satisfied them- 
selves that there was nothing in it. It was neces- 
sary to cast the stones and sticks up into the air 
because they would not penetrate if thrown horizon- 
tally. 

The circuit of the island was completed, and they 
now crept up quietly to the verge of the cliff behind 
the spiked stakes. The stockade was exactly as 
they had left it; Pan looked over the edge of the cliff 
into it, and did not even sniff. They went down 
and rested a few minutes. 

There never was greater temerity than this 
searching the island for the tiger. Neither the bullet 
nor their arrows would have stayed the advance of 
that terrible beast for a moment. Inside their 
stockade and cage they might withstand him ; in 
the open he would have swept them down just asa 
lady's sleeve might sweep down the chessmen on the 
board. Thus in his native haunts he overthrows a 
crowd of spear-armed savages. 

" He can't be on the island/' said Mark. 

"It's curious we did not see any sign/' said 
Bevis. " There are no marks or footprints any- 
where." 

"If there was some clay now — wet clay/' said 
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Mark, " but it's all sandy ; his claws would show in 
clay like Pan's." 

" Like a crab." Pan's footprint in moist clay was 
somewhat crab-shaped. 

"Is there no place where he would leave a 
mark ? " 

' ' Just at the edge of the water the moorhens leave 
footprints." 

" That would be the place, only we can't look 
very close to the edge everywhere." 

" There's the raft ; we could on the raft." 

" Shall we go on the raft ? " 

"Suppose we go all round the island?" said 
Bevis, €< on the raft." 

" We never have been," said Mark. " Not close 
to the shore." 

" No ; let us pole round close to the shore — all 
round, and see if we can find any spoor in the 
shallows." 

They went to the raft and embarked. As they 
started a crimson glow shot along under the clouds, 
the sun was sinking and the sky beamed. The wind 
had risen and the wavelets came splash, splash 
against the edge of the raft. Some of the yellow 
leaves of the willows floated along and fell on the 
deck. They poled slowly and constantly grounded 
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or struck the shore, so that it occupied some time to 
get round, especially as at the southern extremity it 
was so shallow they were obliged to go a long way 
out. 

In about an hour they reached the thick bed of 
reed-grass into which Bevis had shot his arrow, and 
as the raft slowly glided by Mark suddenly ex- 
claimed, *'' There it is ! " 

There it was — a path through the reed-grass down 
to the water's edge — the trail of some creature. 
Bevis stuck his pole into the ground to check the 
onward movement of the raft. The impetus of the 
heavy vessel was so great though moving slowly 
that it required all his strength to stay it. Mark 
came with his pole, and together they pushed the 
raft back, and it ran right up into the reed-grass 
and grounded. Pan instantly leapt off into the 
path, and ran along it wagging his tail ; he had the 
scent, though it seemed faint as he did not give 
tongue. They stood at the bulwark of the raft and 
looked at the trail. 
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CHAPTER XII. 

NEW FORMOSA — THE TRAIL. 

At the water's edge some flags were bent, and then 
the tall grass, as high as their chests, was thrust 
aside, forming a path which had evidently been 
frequently trodden. There was now no longer the 
least doubt that the creature, whatever it was, was of 
large size, and as the trail was so distinct the 
thought occurred to them both at once that perhaps 
it had been used by more than one. Prom the raft 
they could see along it five or six yards, then it 
turned to avoid an alder. While they stood looking 
Pan came back, he had run right through and 
returned, so that there was nothing in the reed-bed 
at present. 

Bevis stepped over the bulwark into the trail with 
the matchlock ; Mark picked up the axe and followed. 
As they walked their elbows touched the grass each 
side, which showed that the creature was rather 
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high, than broad, lean like the whole feline tribe, 
long, lean, and stealthy. The reed-grass had 
flowered and would soon begin to stiffen and rustle 
dry under the winds. By the alder a bryony vine 
that had grown there was broken and had withered, 
it had been snapped long since by the creature push- 
ing through. 

The trail turned to the right, then to the left 
round a willow stole, and just there Pan, who trotted 
before Bevis, picked up a bone. He had picked it 
up before and dropped it ; he took it again from 
habit, though he knew it was sapless and of no use 
to him. Bevis took it from his mouth, and they 
knew it at once as a duck's drumstick. It was 
polished and smooth, as if the creature had licked 
it, or what was more probable carried it some 
distance, and then left it as useless. They had no 
doubt it was a drumstick of the wild duck Mark 
shot. 

The trail went straight through sedges next, 
these were trampled flat ; then as the sedges grew 
wider apart they gradually lost it in the thin, short 
grass. This was why they had not seen it from the 
land, there the path began by degrees; at the 
water's edge, where the grasses were thick and high, 
it was seen at once. Try how they would, they 
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could not follow the trail inland, they thought they 
knew how to read " sign/' but found themselves at 
fault. On the dry, hard ground the creature's 
pads left no trail that they could trace. Mark cut 
off a stick with the axe and stuck it up in the 
ground so that they could find the spot where the 
path faded when walking on shore, and they then 
returned to the raft. On the way they caught sight 
of Bevis's arrow sticking in the trunk of the alder, 
and withdrew it. 

At the water's edge they looked to see if there 
was any spoor. In passing through the reed-grass 
the creature had trampled it down, and so walked on 
a carpet of vegetation which prevented any foot- 
prints being left on the ground though it was moist 
there. At the water's edge perhaps they might 
have found some, but in pushing the raft up the 
beams had rubbed over the mud and obliterated 
everything. When they got on the raft they looked 
over the other bulwark, and a few yards from the 
shore noticed that the surface of the weeds growing 
there appeared disturbed. 

The raft was moved out, and they found that the 
weeds had been trampled; the water was very 
shallow, so that the creature in approaching the 
shore had probably plunged up and down as the 
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spaniel did in shallow water. Like the reed-grass 
the trampled weeds had prevented any footprints 
in the ooze. They traced the course the creature 
had come out for fully thirty yards, and the track 
pointed straight to the shore of the mainland so that 
it seemed as if it started at no great distance from 
where they used to land. 

But when they had thrust the raft as far as this, 
not without great difficulty, for it dragged heavily 
on the weeds and sometimes on the ground, the 
marks changed and trended southwards. The 
water was a little deeper and the signs became less 
and less obvious, but still there they were, and they 
now pointed directly south. They lost them at the 
edge of the weeds, the water was still shallow, but 
the character of the bottom had changed from ooze 
to hard rock-like sand. Here they met the waves 
driven before the southerly wind, and coming from 
that part of the New Sea they had not yet explored. 
The wind was strong enough to make it hard work 
to pole the raft against it, and the spray dashed 
against the willow bulwark. 

These waves prevented them from clearly dis- 
tinguishing the bottom, though the water was very 
shallow, but then they thought if it had been 
calm the creature's pads would have left no marks 
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on such hard sand. It was now more than an hour 
after sunset, and the louring clouds rendered it 
more dusky than usual so soon. The creature had 
evidently come from the jungle southwards, but it 
was not possible to go there that night in the face 
of the rising gale. The search must be suspended 
till morning. 

Letting the raft drive before the wind, and assist- 
ing its progress by poling, they managed to get it 
by sheer force through the weeds into the clear 
deep water by the cliff, there they paddled it round, 
but unable to touch bottom, the waves drifted them 
over to Serendib. With continual labour they poled 
it along the shore of Serendib, nearly to the end of 
the island, and then half-way across, and paddling 
hard with the poles contrived to get over aslant. 
By the time they had moored it, it was quite dusk, 
and they were tired with the exertion of forcing 
the unwieldy craft in the face of the gale. 

Hastening home they found the stockade just as 
it had been left, and lost not a moment in lighting 
the fires, one on each side of the hut, the wood for 
which had already been collected. The gate was 
padlocked, the kettle put on, and they sat down 
to rest. A good supper and strong tea restored 
their strength. They sat inside the cage at the 
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table, and needed no lantern, for the light of the 
two fires lit up the interior of the stockade. 

As it became later the hare and the birds were 
fastened to the stake for a bait, more wood was 
heaped on the fires, and last of all the remaining 
poles were lashed to the uprights of the shed, form- 
ing a complete cage with horizontal bars. The 
matchlock was placed handy, the bow and arrows 
laid ready, and both axes, so that if the beast 
inserted his paw they could strike it. 

Cards were then drawn to see who should go to 
sleep first, and as Bevis cut highest, he went into 
the hut to lie down. But after he had been there 
about a quarter of an hour he jumped up, quite 
unable to go to sleep. Mark said he did not feel 
the least sleepy either, so they agreed that both 
should sit up. Till now they had been in the outer 
shed or cage, but Mark thought that perhaps the 
creature would not come if it saw them, so they 
went inside the hut, and made Pan come too. The 
curtain was partly let down and looped aside, so 
that they had a view of the stockade, and the 
lantern lit and set in the niche. 

They could hear the wind rushing over the trees 
outside, and every now and then a puff entered and 
made the lantern flicker. The fires still burned 
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brightly, and as nothing came the time passed 
slowly. Bevis did not care to write up his journal, 
so at last they fell back on their cards and played 
bezique on the bed. After a time this too wearied. 
The tea and supper had refreshed them ; but both 
had worked very hard that day — a long day too, as 
they had been up so early — and their interest began 
to flag. The cards were put down and they stood 
up to recover their wakefulness, and then went out 
into the cage. 

The fires still flickered, though the piles of wood 
were burnt through, and the sticks had fallen off, 
half one side, half the other. The wind had risen 
and howled along, carrying with it a few leaves 
which blew against the bars. It was perfectly 
dark, for the thick clouds hid the moon, and drops 
of rain were borne on the gale. They would have 
liked to replenish the fires, but could not get out 
without unlashing several of the bars, and as Mark 
said the creature would be more likely to come as 
the fires burned low. Weary and yawning they 
went back into the hut and sat down once more. 

€t One thing," said Mark, " suppose he were to 
stay just outside the stockade — I mean if he comes 
and we shoot and hit him till he is savage, and don't 
kill him, well then if he can't get in to us, don't you 
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see, when it is day he'll go outside the stockade and 
lie down." 

" So that we can't go out." 

" And there hell stay, and wait, and wait." 

" And stay till we are starved." 
We could not shoot him through the stockade." 
No. Or he could go up on the cliff and watch 
there and never let us out. Our provisions would 
not last for ever." 

" The water would go first." 

" Suppose he does that, what shall we do then ? " 
said Mark. 

" I don't know," said Bevis languidly. 

"But, now you think." 

" Bore a tunnel through the cliff to the sea," said 
Bevis, yawning. " I am so sleepy, and one get out 
and swim round and fetch the raft." 

" Tunnel from the cave right through ? " 

" Straight right through." 

" We shall beat him any way," said Mark. 

" Of course we shall. Wish he'd come ! ! " — 
yawning — " Let us go to sleep ; Pan will bark." 

" Not both," said Mark. 

"Both." 

"No." 

Mark would not agree to this. In the end they 
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cut cards again and Mark won. He stretched him- 
self oat on the bed and asked Bevis what he was 
going to do. Bevis took one of the great-coats 
(his pillow), placed it on the floor by the other wall 
of the hat, sat down and leaned back against the 
wall. In this position, with the curtain looped up, 
he could see straight out across to the gateway of 
the stockade, which was visible whenever the 
embers of the fires sent up a flash of light. Pan 
was close by curled up comfortably. He put the 
matchlock by his side so that he could snatch it up 
in a moment. " Good-nigh t," he said ; Mark was 
already firm asleep. 

Bevis put out his hand and stroked Pan; the 
spaniel recognized the touch in his sleep, and never 
moved. Now that it was so still, and there was 
no talking, Bevis could hear the sound of the wind 
much plainer, and once the cry of a heron rising 
harsh above the roar. Sometimes the interior of 
the stockade seemed calm, the wind blew over from 
the tops of the trees to the top of the cliff, and left 
the hollow below in perfect stillness. Suddenly, 
like a genie, the wind descended, and the flames 
leapt up on each side from the embers. In a 
moment the flames fell and the enclosure without 
was in darkness. 
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All was still again except the distant roar in the 
wood. A. fly kept awake by the lantern crawled 
along under the roof, became entangled in a spider's 
web and buzzed. The buzz seemed quite loud in 
the silent hut. Pan sighed in his slumber. Bevis 
stretched his legs and fell asleep, but a gnat alighted 
on his face and tickled him. He awoke, shook him- 
self, and reproached himself for neglecting his duty. 
The match of the matchlock had now burned almost 
away ; he drew the last two inches up farther in the 
spiral of the hammer, and thought that he would 
get up in a minute and put some more match in. 
Ten seconds later and he was asleep; this time 
firmly. 

The last two inches of the match smouldered 
away, leaving the gun useless till another was lit 
and inserted. Down came the genie of the wind, 
whirling up the grey ashes of the fires and waking 
a feebler response. The candle in the lantern 
guttered and went out. As the dawn drew on 
above them the clouds became visible, and they 
were now travelling from the north-north-west, the 
wind having veered during the night. 

A grey light came into the hut. The strong 
gusts of the gale ceased, and instead a light steady 
breeze blew. The clouds broke and the sky showed. 
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A crow came and perched on the stockade, then 
flew down and picked up several fragments ; it was 
the crow that had pecked the jack's head. He 
meditated an attack on the hare and the birds Strang 
to the stake, when Pan woke, yawned and stretched 
himself. Instantly the crow flew off. 

Sunbeams fell aslant through the horizontal bars 
on to the table. Pan got up and went as far as the 
short cord allowed him; there was a crust under 
the table; he had disdained it last night at supper, 
when there was meat to be had, now he ate it. He 
gave a kind of yawning whine, as much as to say, 
" Do wake up ;" but they were sleeping far too 
sound to hear him. 

Mark woke first, and sat up. Bevis had slept a 
long time with his back to the wall, but had after- 
wards gently sunk down, and was now lying with 
his head on the bare ground of the floor. Mark 
laughed, Pan wagged his tail and looked at Bevis 
as if he understood it. Mark touched Bevis, and he 
instantly sat up, and felt for the gun as if it was 
dark. 

"Why!" 

" It's morning." 

" He hasn't been ? » 

« No." 
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They unlashed the bars, let Pan loose, and went 
out into the courtyard. It was a beautiful fresh 
morning. There were no signs whatever of the 
creature having visited the place, neither outside 
nor in. They were much disappointed that it had 
not come, but supposed the wind and the rough- 
ness of the waves had deterred it from venturing 
across. 

After breakfast, on looking at the sun-dial, they 
were surprised to find it ten o'clock. Then taking 
the matchlock, bow, and axe, as before, they started 
for the bed of reed-grass, thinking that the creature 
might possibly have come to the island without 
approaching the stockade. The danger had now 
grown familiar, and they did not care in the least ; 
they walked straight to the place without delay or 
reconnoitring. The trail had not apparently been 
used during the night, a small branch of ash had 
been snapped off and blown on to it, and the waves 
and wind had smoothed away the disturbed ap- 
pearance of the weeds. 

As the wind was favourable and not rough, they 
at once resolved to sail to the south and examine 
the shore there, and if they could hit upon the trail 
to follow it up. But first they must have their bath 
at Pearl Island. They returned to the hut, put the 
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hare and birds that had been hung on the stake 
inside the hut, and lashed up the bars, determined 
that the creature at all events should not have the 
game in their absence. 

Then locking the gate of the stockade, they went 
to the raft, and bathed at Pearl Island. The mast 
was then stepped, the stays fastened, and the sail 
set. Bevis took the rudder and put it in the water 
over the starboard quarter, it was like a long, broad 
oar, the sail filled, and the heavy craft began to 
drive before the wind. Mark knelt in front to keep 
a sharp look-out for the shoals which they knew 
existed. As the Calypso drew so little water they 
passed over several without touching, where the 
Pinta, deep with ballast, had struck, and were 
soon past the farthest point they had reached in the 
boat. 
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CHAPTER XIII. 

NEW FORMOSA — VOYAGE IN THE CALYPSO. 

Surging along the Calypso sought the south, 
travelling but little faster than the waves, but 
smoothing a broad wake as she drove over them. 
Bevis held the oar-rudder under his right arm, with 
his hand on the handle, and felt the vibration of the 
million bubbles rising from the edge of the rudder 
to the surface. Piloting the vessel Mark sometimes 
directed him to steer to the right, and sometimes to 
the left. 

There were four herons standing in a row on one 
sand-bank, they rose and made off at their approach; 
Bevis said he must have a heron's plume. They 
could just see the swan a long, long way behind in 
the broad open water off Fir-Tree Gulf. Not long 
after passing the heron's sand-bank, Mark said he 
was sure the water was deeper, as there were fewer 
weeds, but there was a long island in front of them 
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which would soon bar their progress. It stretched 
from one mass of impenetrable weeds to another, 
and they began to think of lowering sail, when 
suddenly the raft stopped with a jerk, then swung 
round, and hung suspended. 

" A snag," said Bevis, recovering himself. 

Mark had been pitched forward, and had it not 
been for the willow-plaited bulwark would have gone 
overboard. They had the sail down in a moment, 
fearing that the mast would snap. As they moved 
on the deck the raft swung now this way now that 
like a platform on a pivot. 

€i If it had been the Pinta/' said Mark, " there 
would have been a hole knocked in the bottom." 

The thin planking of the boat would have been 
crushed like an egg-shell ; the thick beams at the 
bottom of the Calypso could not be damaged. The 
only difficulty was to get her off. They tried stand- 
ing at one edge, and then the other, depressing it 
where they stood and lightening it at the other part, 
and at last by moving everything heavy on deck to 
one corner, she floated and bumped off. Looking 
over the bulwark they saw the snag, it was the top 
of a dead and submerged willow. Had they had a 
large sail, or had the wind been rough the mast 
would have snapped to a certainty ; but the wind 
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had been gradually sinking for some hoars. They 
did not hoist sail again, being so near the long and 
willow-grown island, but let the raft drift to the 
shore. 

The willows were so thick that it did not appear 
any use to carry the matchlock with them as the long 
barrel would constantly catch in the boughs. Bevis 
took his bow and arrows, Mark his axe, and they 
climbed ashore through the blue gums, compelling 
Pan by threats to keep close behind. The island 
they soon found was nothing but a narrow bank, and 
beyond it the water recommenced, but even could 
they have dragged the raft over and launched it afresh 
the part beyond would not have been navigable. It 
was plated with pond-weed, the brown leaves over- 
lapping each other like scale-armour on the surface. 

There seemed indeed more weed than water, great 
water-docks at the margin with leaves almost a 
yard long, branched water plantains with palm-like 
leaves and pale pink flowers ; flags already a little 
brown, then sedges and huge tussocks ; these last~~ 
small islets of tall grass— were close together in the 
shallow water like the ant-hills in the Waste. No 
course could be forced through or twisted in and out 
such a mass, and beyond it were beds of reed-grass, 
out of which rose the reddish and scaling poles of 
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willow. At the distant margin they could see the 
tops of the trees of the jangle on the mainland. 
Where the water was visible it had a red tinge and 
did not look good to drink, very different from that 
at New Formosa. This was stagnant. 

The current, slight as it was, from Sweet Kiver 
Falls, passed between New Formosa and Serendib, 
hence the deep channel, and rendered the water 
there always fresh and pure. Over the pond-weed 
blue dragon-flies were hovering, and among the 
willows tits called to each other. 

" It's South America," said Mark. " It's a swamp 
by the Amazon." 

" I suppose it is," said Bevis. " We can't go any 
farther." 

Without wading-boots it was impossible to pene- 
trate the swamp, and even then they could not have 
gone among the black- jointed horse-tails, the stems 
of which were turning yellowish, for they would have 
sunk in ooze to the waist. It would have been the 
very haunt of the bearded-tit had not that curiously 
marked bird been extinct on the shores of the New 
Sea. They had never even heard of the bearded- 
tit, so completely had it died out there. 

They moved a few yards along the bank, but found 
it was a ceaseless climb from stole to stole, and so 
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went back to the raft, and poled close to the shore 
looking for traces of the creature. They poled from 
one end to the other, up to the banks of weeds and 
flags, but without seeing any sign. So far as they 
could tell the creature had not started from this 
place, but it might have swum out from any other 
part of the shore. 

" He's not here," said Bevis. " We shall never 
hunt him out of all these sedges ; I think we had 
better set a trap for him." 

"In the reeds at home" — New Formosa was 
home now. 

" In his trail." 

"Dig a pit," said Mark. "They dig pits for 
lions." 

" Or set up a big beam to fall and crush him 
when he pushes a twig." 

" Or a spring gun ; would the matchlock do ? " 

" Only then we want another gun when we go to 
find him. He might sham dead." 

" Wires are not strong enough." 

" No ; the pit's best," said Bevis. " Yes ; we'll 
dig a pit and stick up a sharp spike in it, and put a 
trap-door at the top — just a slight frame, you know, 
to give way with his weight — " 

"And strew it over with grass." 
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" And put the hare to tempt him." 

" And shoot him in the pit ! " 

" Won't he glare ! " 

"Roar!" 

" Gnash his grinders ! " 

" Won't his teeth gleam ! " 

" Red tongue and foam ! " 

" Hot breath — in such a rage ! " 

"Lash his tail!" 

" Tear the sides of the pit ! " 

" Don't let's kill him quick. Let's make a spear 
and stick him a little ! " 

" Come on." 

They seized the poles, all eagerness to return and 
dig the pit. 

" Stupes we were not to do it before." 

"Awful stupes." 

" We never think of things till so long." 

Such has been the case with the world since 
history began. How many thousands of years was 
it after primeval man first boiled water to the 
steam-engine ? How long from the first rubbing of 
electron or amber, and a leaping up of little particles 
to it, to the electric tramway ? 

They had sailed to the swamp quickly, but it 
occupied more than an hour to pole back to New 
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Formosa, so that it was the afternoon when they 
moored the Calypso in the usual place. They 
were hungry and hastened to the htrt, intending to 
begin the pit directly after dinner, when as they 
came near, Pan ran on first and barked by the 
gate. 

«Ah!" 

" He's been ! " 

They ran, forgetting even to look at the match of 
the gun. There was nothing in the enclosure ; but 
Pan sniffed outside, and gave two short " yaps " as 
much as to say, "1 know." 

" Reeds," said Bevis. " He's in the reeds/' 

"He heard us coming and slipped off— he's 
hiding." 

" We shall have him ! Now ! " 

" Now directly ! " 

« This minute ! " 

With incredible temerity they ran as fast as they 
could go to the bed of reed-grass in whioh they had 
discovered the trail. Pan barked at the edge ; Bevis 
blew the match. 

"Lu— lu— lu! go in!" 

'• Fetch him out." 

" Hess— ess — go in ! " 

"Now! Have him!" 
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Pan stopped at the edge and yapped in the air, 
wagging his tail and hesitating. 

"He's there ! " said Bevis. 

" As sure as sure/' said Mark. Their faces were 
lit up with the wild joy of the combat ; as if like 
hounds they could scent the quarry. 

ft Go in/' shouted Bevis to the spaniel angrily. 
Pan crouched, but would not go. Mark kicked him, 
but he would not move. 

" Hold it/' said Bevis^ handing the matchlock to 
Mark. He seized the spaniel by his shaggy 
neck, lifted and hurled him by main force a few 
yards crash among the sedges. Pan came out in an 
instant. 

" Go in, I tell you ! " shouted Bevis, beside him- 
self with anger; the spaniel shivered at his feet. 
Again Bevis lifted him, swung him, and hurled him 
as far this time as the reed-grass. The next instant 
Pan was at his feet again. Encouragement, persua- 
sion, threats, blows, all failed; it was like trying to 
make him climb a tree. The dog could not force his 
nature. Mark threw dead sticks into the reed- 
grass ; Bevis flung some Stones. 

" You hateful wretch ! " Bevis stamped his foot. 
" Get away." Pan ran back. " Give me the gun— 
I'll go in." 
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If the dog would not, lie would hunt the creature 
from its lair himself. 

" ! stop ! " said Mark, catching hold of his 
arm, " don't — don't go in — you don't know ! " 

" Let me go." 

" I won't." 

« I will go." 

They struggled with each other. 

" Shoot first/' said Mark, finding he could not 
hold him. " Shoot an arrow — two arrows. Here 
— here's the bow." 

Bevis seized the bow and fitted the arrow. 

" Shoot where the path is," said Mark. " There — 
it's there " — pointing. Bevis raised the bow. " Now 
shoot ! " 

" ! " cried a voice in the reeds, " don't shoot ! " 

Bevis instantly lowered the bow. 

" What ? " he said. 

" Who's there ? " said Mark. 

" It's me — don't shoot me ! " 

"Who are you?" 

"Me." 

They rushed in and found Loo crouching behind 
the alder in the reed-grass ; in her hand was a thick 
stick which she dropped. 

" How dare you ! " said Bevis. 
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" How did you get here ? " said Mark. 
" Don't you be angry ! " said Loo. 
" But how dare you ! " 
" On our island ! " 

" Don't you — don't you ! " repeated Loo. 
" Tou ! " 

" You ! " One word but such intense wrath. 
" ! " cried Loo, beginning to sob. 
" You ! " 
" You ! " 

" ! Don't ! He were so hungry," Sob, 
sob. 

"Pooh!" 

"Yah!" 

" Yow — wow ! " barked Pan. 

" He— he," sobbed Loo. " He— he— " 

" He— what ? " 

" He were so hungry." Sob, sob. 

" Who ? " 

" Samson." 

" Who's Samson ? " 

" My— y— lit— tie— brother." 

" Then you took our things ? " said Mark. 

" He — he — kept on crying." 

" You had the damper — " 

" And the potatoes — " 
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" And the bacon— " 

" Yon didn't— didn't care for it," sobbed Loo. 

" Did you take the rabbit-skin ? " said Mark. 

"Yes— es." 

" But Samson didn't eat that; did he? " 

" I— I— sold it." 

« What for ? " 

" Ha'-penny of jumbles for Samson." Jumbles 
are sweets. 

" How did you get here ? " 

"I come." 

« How ? " 

" I come." 

" It's disgusting," said Bevis, turning to Mark ; 
u spoiling our island." 

" Not a tiger," said Mark. " Only a girl." 

" It's not proper," said Bevis in a towering rage. 
" Tigers are proper, girls are not proper." 

« No ; that they're not." 

" Girls are-Foo !— " 

" Very — foo ! " Contemptuous puffing. 

" It's not the stealing." 

"No; it's the coming— " 

" Where you're not wanted — " 

« Horrible ! " 

« Hateful ! " 

" What shall we do ? " 
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" Can't kill her." 

"Nor torture her." 

"Nor scalp her." 

" Thing ! " 

"Creature!" 

"Yow— wow!" 

" Tie her up." 

" If we were savages we'd cook you ! " 

" Limb at a time." 

" What can we do with her ? " 

"Let me stop," said Loo pleadingly, 

" Let you stop ! Tou ! " 

" I can cook and make tea and wash things." 

" Stop a minute," said Mark. " Perhaps she's a 
native." 

" Ah ! " This was more proper. " She looks 
brown." 

" Copper-coloured." 

" Are you a savage ? " 

" If you says so," said Loo penitently. 

"Are you very sorry ? " 

" You're sure you're a savage ? " 

"Will she do?" 

" You're our slave." 

"Ar-right" [all-right], said Loo her brown eyes 
beginning to sparkle through her tears. " I'll be 
what you wants." 
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" Mind you're a slave." 

" So I be." 

" You'll be thrashed." 

" Don't care. Let I bide here." 

" I suppose we must have her." 

" You're a great nuisance." 

" Ar-right." 

" Slave ! Carry that." Mark gave her the axe. 

" And that." Bevis gave her the bow. Loo took 
them proudly. 

"You're to keep behind — Pan's to go before 
you." 

" Dogs first, slaves next." 

" Make her fetch the water." 

" Chop the wood." 

" Turn the spit." 

" Capital ; we wanted a slave ! " 

" Just the thing." 

" Hurrah ! " 

" But it's not so nice as a tiger." 

"0! No!" 

" Nothing like." 

They marched out of the reed-grass, Pan and 
the slave behind. 

" But how did you get here ? " said Bevis, 
stopping suddenly. 
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H I come, I told you." 

:( Can you swim ? " 
No." 
There's no boat." 

€ Did you have a catamaran ? " 
What be that ? " 

tc Why don't you tell us how you got here ? " 

€ I come — a-foot." 

f < Waded ? You couldn't." 

:< I walked drough't " — i.e. through it. 

They would not believe her at first, but she 
adhered to her story, and offered to wade back to 
the mainland to prove that it was possible. She 
pointed out to them the way she had come by the 
shoals and sedge-grown banks ; the course she had 
taken curved like half a horse-shoe. First it went 
straight a little way, then the route or ford led to 
the south and gradually turned back to the west, 
reaching the mainland within sixty or seventy 
yards of the place where they always disembarked 
from the raft. It took some time for Loo to explain 
how she had done it, and how she came to know of 
it, but it was like this. 

Once now and then in dry seasons the waters 
receded very much, and they were further lowered 
by the drawing of hatches that the cattle might 
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get water to drink low down the valley, miles 
away. As the waters of the New Sea receded the 
shallower upper, or southern end, became partly 
dry. Then a broad low bank of sand appeared 
stretching out in the shape of half a horse-shoe the 
extremity of which being much higher was never 
submerged, but formed the island of New Formosa. 
At such times any one could walk from the main- 
land out to New Formosa dryshod for weeks 
together. 

This was how the island became stocked with 
squirrels and kangaroos ; and it was the existence 
of the rabbits in the burries at the knoll that had 
originally led to Loo's knowledge of the place. Her 
father went there once when the water was low to 
ferret them, and she was sent with his luncheon to 
and fro. That was some time since, but she had 
never forgotten, and often playing about the shore, 
had no difficulty in finding the shoal. The route or 
ford was, moreover, marked to any one who knew of 
its existence by the tops of sand-banks, and sedge- 
grown islets, which were in fact nothing but high 
parts of the same long, curved bank. 

There was not more than a foot deep of water any- 
where the whole distance, and often not six inches. 
This was in August, in winter there would be much 
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more. Tucking up her dress she had waded through 
easily, feeling the bottom with a thick stick to guide 
her steps. The worst place was close to the island, 
by the reed-grass, where she sunk a little in the ooze, 
but it was only for a few yards. 

At the hut the weapons were laid aside, and the 
slave put out the dinner for them. Bevis and Mark 
sat, one each side of the table, on their stools of solid 
blocks, Fan sat beside Bevis on his haunches ex- 
pectant ; the slave knelt at the table. 

She was bare-headed. Her black hair having 
escaped, fell to her waist, and her neck was tawny 
from the harvest sunshine. The torn brown frock 
loosely clung about her. Her white teeth gleamed ; 
her naked feet were sandy like Pan's paws. Her 
brown eyes watched their every movement ; she was 
intent on them. They were full of their plans of the 
island ; she was intent on them. 

She ate ravenously, more eagerly than the spaniel. 
Seeing this, Bevis kept cutting the preserved tongue 
for her, and asked if Samson was so very hungry. 
Loo said they were all hungry, but Samson was 
most hungry. He cried almost all day and all night, 
and woke himself up crying in the morning. Very 
often she left him, and went a long way down the 
hedge because she did not like to hear him. 



2o8 Bevis. 



(C 



But," objected Bevis, " my governor pays your 
father money, and I'm sure my mamma sends you 
things." 

So she did, but Loo said they never got any of 
them ; she twisted up her mouth very peculiarly to 
intimate that they were intercepted by the ale-barrel. 
Bevis became much agitated, he said he would tell 
the governor, he would tell dear mamma, Samson 
should not cry any more. Loo should take home 
one of the tins of preserved tongue, and the potatoes, 
and all the game there was — all except the hare. 

Now Bevis had always been in contact almost 
with these folk, but yet he had never seen; you 
and I live in the midst of things, but never look 
beneath the surface. His face became quite white ; 
he was thoroughly upset. It was his first glance at 
the hard roadside of life. He said he would do all 
sorts of things ; Loo listened pleased but dimly 
doubtful, she could not have explained herself, but 
she, nevertheless, knew that it was beyond Bevis's 
power to alter these circumstances. Not that she 
hinted at a doubt ; it was happiness enough to kneel 
there and listen. 

Then they made her tell them how many times 
she had been to the island, and all about it, and as 
she proceeded recognized one by one, little trifles 
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that had previously had no meaning till now they 
were connected and formed a continuous strand. In 
her rude language it occupied a long time, and was 
got at by cross-questioning from one and the other. 
Put into order it was like this. 
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CHAPTER XIV. 

NEW FORMOSA — THB CAPTIVE. 

They arrived on Wednesday ; Wednesday night Pan 
stayed in the hut with them, and nothing happened. 
Thursday night, Pan swam off to the mainland, and 
while he was away Loo made her first visit to the 
island, coming right to the hut door or curtain. 
Till she reached the permanent plank table under 
the awning and saw the remnants of the supper 
carelessly left on it, she had had no thought of 
taking anything. 

The desire to share, if ever so secretly, in what 
they were doing alone led her there. So intense 
was that desire that it overcame her fear of offending 
them ; she must at least see what they were doing. 
From the sedges she had watched them go to the 
island in the Pinta so many times that she was 
certain that was the place where they were. In 
wading off to the island by moonlight she caught a 
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glimpse of the sinking fire inside the stockade, the 
glow thrown up on the cliff, and so easily found her 
way to the hut. Had Pan been there he would 
have barked, but he was away ; so that she came 
under the awning and saw all their works — the 
stockade, the hut, and everything, increasing her 
eagerness. 

After she had examined the place and wondered 
how they could build it, she saw the remants of the 
supper on the table, and remembering Samson, took 
them for him. The rabbit's skin was hung on the 
fence, and she took it also, knowing that it would 
fetch a trifle ; in winter it would have been worth 
more. She thought that these things were nothing 
to them, that they did not care about them, and 
threw them aside like refuse. 

The second time she came was on Saturday 
morning, while they were exploring Serendib. 
When they were on Serendib she could cross to 
New Formosa in broad daylight unseen, because 
New Formosa lay between, and the woods on it 
concealed any one approaching from the western side. 
Her mother and elder sisters were reaping in the 
cornfields beyond the Waste, and she was supposed 
to be minding the younger children, instead of 
which she was in the sedges watching New For- 

p 2 
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mosa, and directly she saw Bevis and Mark pole 
the raft across to Serendib she waded over. 

She visited the hut, took a few potatoes from 
the store in the cave, and spent some time 
wondering at everything they had there. As she 
was leaving they landed from the raft, and Pan 
sniffing her in the wood ran barking after her. He 
knew her very well and made no attempt to bite, 
still he barked as if it was his duty to tell them 
some one was on the island. Thinking they would 
run to see what it was, she climbed up into the ivy- 
grown oak, and they actually came underneath and 
looked up and did not see her. 

They soon went away fancying it must be a 
squirrel, but Pan stopped till she descended, and 
then made friends and followed her to the reed- 
grass, whence so soon as she thought it safe she 
waded across to the mainland. Busy at the hut 
they had no idea that anything of the kind was 
going on, for they could not see the water from the 
stockade. On Sunday morning she came again, for 
the third time, crossing over while they were at 
Bamboo Island, and after satiating her curiosity 
and indulging in the pleasure of handling their 
weapons and the things in the hut, she took the 
cold half-cooked bacon from the shelf, and the two 
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slices that liad been thrown to Pan and which he 
had left uneaten. 

When they returned Pan knew she had been ; he 
barked and first ran to the ivy-grown oak, but 
finding she was not there he went on and discovered 
her in the reed-grass. He was satisfied with having 
discovered her, and only licked her hand. So soon 
as everything was quiet she slipped across to the 
mainland, but in the afternoon, being so much 
interested and eager to see what they were doing, 
she tried to come over again, when Mark saw her 
head in the sedges. Loo crouched and kept still so 
long they concluded there was no one there. 

It was the same afternoon that they looked at the 
oak for marks of claws, but her naked feet had left 
no trace. She would very probably have attempted 
it again on Monday night, but that evening they 
came with the letter and list of provisions, and 
having seen them and spoken to them, and having 
something to do for them, her restless eagerness was 
temporarily allayed. That night was the first Pan 
was tied up, but nothing disturbed him. 

But Tuesday night, after they had been for the 
flag basket, the inclination to follow them became 
too strong, and towards the middle of the night, 
when, as she supposed, Pan was on shore (for she 
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had seen him swim off other nights), she approached 
the hut. To her surprise Pan, who was tied up, 
began to bark. Hastening away, in her hurry 
she crossed the spot where Pan hid his treasures 
and picked up the duck's drumstick, but finding it 
was so polished as to be useless dropped it among 
the reed-grass. 

Wednesday night she ventured once more, but 
found the gate in the stockade locked; she tried 
to look over, when Pan set up his bark. She ran 
back a few yards to the bramble bushes and 
crouched there, trusting in the thick mist to hide 
her, as in fact it did. In half a minute, Mark 
having cut the cord, Pan rushed out in fury, as if 
he would fly at her throat, but coming near and 
seeing who it was, he dropped his howl of rage, 
and during the silence they supposed he was 
engaged in a deadly struggle. 

Whether she really feared that he would spring 
at her, he came with such a bounce, or whether she 
thought Bevis and Mark would follow him and find 
her, she hit at Pan with the thick stick she carried. 
Now Pan was but just touched, for he swerved, 
but the big stick and the thump it made on the 
ground frightened him, and he yelped as if with 
pain and ran back. As he ran she threw a stone 
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after him, the stone hit the fence and shook it, and 
knocked off the piece of bark from the willow which 
they afterwards supposed to have been torn by the 
claw of the tiger. 

Hearing them talking and dreading every moment 
that they would come out, she remained crouched 
in the brambles for a long time, and at last crept 
away, but stayed in the reed-grass till the sun 
shone, and then crossed to the mainland. Thurs- 
day she did not come, nor Thursday night, thinking 
it best to wait awhile and let a day and night 
elapse. But on Friday morning, having seen them 
sail to the south in the Calypso, while they were 
exploring the swamp, she waded over, and once 
more looked at the wonderful hut and the curious 
cage they had constructed about the open shed. 

She was so lost in admiring these things and 
trying to imagine what it could be for, that they 
had returned very near the island before she started 
to go. She got as far as the reed-grass and saw 
them come up poling the raft. 

On the raft while facing the island they could 
not have helped seeing her, so she waited, intending 
to cross when they had entered the stockade and 
were busy there. But Pan recognized that she had 
been to the stockade ; they ran at onoe to the reed- 



2 1 6 Bevis. 

grass, as they now knew of the trail there, and 
discovered her. The reason Pan would not enter 
the reeds, even when hurled among them, was his 
fear of the thick stick. 

" Stupes we were I" said Bevis. 

u Most awful stupes ! " 

" Not half Indians ! " 

"Not a quarter !" 

The whole thing was now so clear to them they 
could not understand why they had not rightly read 
the indications or " sign " that at last appeared so 
self-evident. But they were not the first who have 
wondered afterwards that they had not been wise 
before the event. It is so easy to read when the 
type is set up and the sentences printed in proper 
sequence ; so difficult to decipher defaced inscrip- 
tions in an unknown language. When the path is 
made any one can walk along it and express dis- 
dainful surprise that there should ever have been 
any difficulty. 

" But it's not proper/' said Bevis. " I wish it 
had been a tiger." 

" It would have been so capital. But we've got 
a slave." 

" Where's she to sleep to-night ? " 
Anywhere in the wood." 



« 
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" Slave, you're to cook the hare for supper/' 

" And mind you don't make a noise when we're 
out hunting and frighten the kangaroos." 

Loo said she would be as quiet as a mouse. 

€t We shall want some tea presently. I say ! " 
said Mark, " we've forgotten Charlie ! " 

He ran up on the cliff, but it was too late; 
Charlie had been and waved his cap three times, 
in token that all was not quite right at home. Mark 
looked at the sun-dial ; it was nearly five. They had 
not had dinner till later than usual, and then Loo's 
explanation and cross-examination had filled up the 
time. Still as Loo told them she was certain every 
one was quite well at home, they did not trouble 
about having missed Charlie. Mark wished to go 
shooting again round Serendib, and they started, 
leaving the slave in charge of the hut to cook their 
supper. 

Mark had the matchlock, and Bevis poled the 
raft gently round Serendib, but the water-fowl 
seemed to have become more cautious, as they did 
not see any. Bevis poled along till they came to 
a little inlet, where they stopped, with blue gum 
branches concealing them on either hand. Mark 
knelt where he could see both ways along the shore ; 
Bevis sat back under the willows withPan beside him. 
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They were so quiet that presently a black-headed 
reed-bunting came and looked down at them from 
a willow bough. Moths fluttered among the tops 
of the branches, the wind was so light that they 
flew whither they listed, instead of being borne 
out over the water. The brown tips of a few tall 
reeds moved slightly as the air came softly ; they 
did not bow nor bend; they did but just sway, 
yielding assent. 

Every now and then there was a rush overhead 
as five or six starlings passed swiftly, straight as 
arrows, for the firs at the head of Fir-Tree Gulf. 
These parties succeeding each other were perhaps 
separate families gathering together into a tribe at 
the roosting-trees. Over the distant firs a thin 
cloud like a black bar in the sky spread itself out, 
and then descended funnel-shaped into the firs. 
The cloud was formed of starlings, thousands of 
them, rising up from the trees and settling again. 
One bird as a mere speck would have been in- 
visible ; these legions darkened the air there like 
smoke. 

But just beyond the raft the swallows glided, 
dipping their breasts and sipping as they dipped ; 
the touch and friction of the water perceptibly 
checked their flight. They wheeled round and 
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several times approached the surface, till having at 
last the exact balance and the exact angle they 
skimmed the water, leaving no more mark than a 
midge. 

Bevis watched them, and as he watched his 
senses gradually became more acute, till he could 
distinctly hear the faint far off sound of the water- 
fall at Sweet River. It rose and fell, faint and 
afar; the flutter of a moth's wings against the 
greyish willow leaves overbore and silenced it. As 
he listened and watched the swallows he thought, or 
rather felt — for he did not think from step to step 
upwards to a conclusion — he felt that all the power 
of a bird's wing is in its tip. 

It was with the slender-pointed and elastic tip, 
the flexible and finely divided feather point that 
the bird flew. An artist has a cumbrous easel, a 
heavy framework, a solid palette which has a dis- 
tinct weight, but he paints with a tiny point of 
camel's hair. With a camel's hair tip the swallow 
sweeps the sky. 

That part of the wing near the body, which is 
thick, rigid, and contains the bones, is the easel 
and framework ; it is the shaft through which the 
driving force flows, and in floating it forms a part 
of the plane or surface, but it does not influence 
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the air. The touch of the wing is in its tip. There 
where the feathers fine down to extreme tenuity, 
so that if held up the light comes through the 
filaments, they seem to feel the air and to curl over 
on it as the end of a flag on a mast curls over on 
itself. So the tail of a fish — his one wing — curls 
over at the extreme edge of its upper and lower 
corners, and as it unfolds presses back the water. 
The swallow, pure artist of flight, feels the air with 
his wing-tips as with fingers, and lightly fanning 
glides. 

Over the distant firs a heron came drifting like a 
cloud at his accustomed hour ; from over the New 
Nile the call of a partridge, u caer-wit — caer-wit," 
sounded along the surface of the water. There was 
a slight movement and Bevis saw the match descend- 
ing, an inverted cone of smoke darted up from the 
priming, and almost before the report Pan leaped 
overboard. Mark had watched till two moorhens 
were near enough together, one he shot outright 
and Pan caught the other. 

At the report the heron staggered in the air as 
if a bullet had struck him, it was his sudden effort 
to check his course, and then recovering himself he 
wheeled and flew towards the woods on the main- 
land. Bevis said he must have a heron's plume. To 
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please Mark lie poled the raft to Bamboo Island, and 
then across to the sedgy banks at the southern 
extremity of New Formosa, but Mark did not get 
another shot. They then landed and crept quietly 
to Kangaroo Hill, the rabbits had grown sus- 
picious, and they did not see one, but Pan suddenly 
raced across the glade — to their great annoyance — 
and stopped on the verge of the wood. 

There he picked up a rabbit in his mouth, and 
they recollected the wires they had set. The rabbit 
had been in a wire since the morning. " It will do 
for Samson," said Bevis. 

When they returned to the hut the full moon — 
full but low down— had begun to fill the courts of 
the sky with her light, which permitted no pause of 
dusk between it and the sunset. The slave's cheeks 
were red and scorched from the heat of the fire, 
which she had tended on her knees, and her chin 
and tawny neck were streaked with black marks. 
Handling the charred sticks with her fingers, the 
fingers had transferred the charcoal to her chin. 
The hare was well cooked considering the means, 
or rather the want of means at her command, 
perhaps it was not the first she had helped to pre- 
pare. Searching in the store-room she found a little 
butter with which she basted it after a manner; 



222 Bevis. 

they had thought the butter was all gone, they were 
too hasty — impatient— to look thoroughly. There 
was no jelly, and it was dry, but they enjoyed it 
very much sitting at the plank table under the 
shed. 

They had removed the poles on one side of the 
shed as there was nothing now to dread, but on the 
other two sides the bars remained, and the flames of 
the expiring fire every now and then cast black bars 
of shadow across the table. The slave would have 
been only too glad to have stayed on the island all 
night — if they had lent her a great-coat or rug to roll 
up in she would have slept anywhere in the court- 
yard — but she said Samson would be so wretched 
without her, he would be frightened and miserable. 
She must go ; she would come back in the morning 
about ten. 

They filled the flag-basket for her with the moor- 
hens, the rabbit, the dab-chick and thrush, and a tin of 
preserved tongue. There were still some fragments 
of biscuit ; she said Samson would like these best of 
all. Thus laden, she would have waded to the 
mainland, but they would not let her — they took the 
raft and ferried her over, and promised to fetch her 
in the morning if she would whistle, she could 
whistle like a boy. To Loo that voyage on the raft, 
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short as it was, was something beyond compare. 
Loo had to pass the prickly stubble fields with her 
bare feet — stubble to the naked foot is as if the 
broad earth were a porcupine's back. But long 
practice had taught her how to wind round at the 
edge where there was a narrow and thistly band of 
grass, for thistles she did not care. 

" Good-night, slave." 

They poled back to the island, and having 
fastened Pan up, were going to bed, when Bevis 
said he wanted the matchlock loaded with ball as he 
meant to rise early to try for a heron. Mark fired 
it off, and in the stillness they heard the descending 
shot rattle among the trees. The matchlock was 
loaded with ball, and Bevis set the clock of his mind 
to wake at three. It was still early in the evening, 
but they had had little or no rest lately, and fell 
asleep in an instant ; they were asleep long before 
the slave had crept in at her window and quieted 
Samson with broken biscuits. 

The alarum of his mind awoke Bevis about the 
time he wished. He did not wake Mark, and wish- 
ing to go even more quietly than usual left Pan 
fastened up; the spaniel gave a half- whine, but 
crouched as Bevis spoke and he recognized the 
potential anger in the tones of his voice. From the 
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stockade Bevis went along that side of the island 
where the weeds were, and passed the Calypso 
which they had left on that side the previous even- 
ing. He went by the "blazed" trees leading to 
Kangaroo Hill, then past the reed-grass where 
they had captured the slave, but saw nothing. 
Thence he moved noiselessly up through the wood 
to the more elevated spot under the spruce firs 
where he thought he could see over that end of 
the island without being seen or heard. 

There was nothing, the overthrown willow trunk 
lay still in the water flush with the surface, and 
close to it there was a little ripple coming out from 
under a bush, which he supposed was caused by a 
water-rat moving there. Till now he had been 
absorbed in what he was doing, but just then, 
remembering the cones which hung at the tops of 
the tall firs, he looked up and became conscious of 
the beauty of the morning, for it was more open 
there, and he could see a breadth of the sky. 

The sun had not yet stood out from the orient, but 
his precedent light shone through the translucent 
blue. Yet it was not blue, nor is there any word, 
nor is a word possible to convey the feeling unless 
one could be built up of sigos and symbols like those 
in the book of the magician, which glowed and 
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burned to and fro the page. For the blue of the 
precious sapphire is thick to it, the turquoise dull, 
these hard surfaces are no more to be compared to 
it than sand and gravel. They are but stones, 
hard, cold, pitiful, that which gives them their 
lustre is the light. Through delicate porcelain some- 
times the light comes, and it is not the porcelain, it 
is the light that is lovely. But porcelain is clay, 
and the light is shorn, checked, and shrunken. 
Down through the beauteous azure came the Light 
itself, pure, unreflected Light, untouched, untar- 
nished even by the dew-sweetened petal of a flower, 
descending, flowing like a wind, a wind of glory 
sweeping through the blue. A luminous purple 
glowing as Love glows in the cheek, so glowed the 
passion of the heavens. 

Two things only reach the soul. By touch there is 
indeed emotion. But the light in the eye, the sound 
of the voice ! the soul trembles and like a flame leaps 
to meet them. So to the luminous purple azure his 
heart ascended. 

Bevis, the lover of the sky, gazed and forgot; 
forgot as we forget that our pulses beat, having no 
labour to make them. Nor did he hear the south 
wind singing in the fir tops. 

I do not know how any can slumber with this 
vol. m. Q 
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over them ; how any can look down at the clods. The 
greatest wonder on earth is that there are any not 
able to see the earth's surpassing beanty. Such mo- 
ments are beyond the chronograph and any measure 
of wheels, the passing of one cog may be equal to a 
century, for the mind has no time. What an 
incredible marvel it is that there are human 
creatures that slumber threescore and ten years, and 
look down at the clods and then say, " We are old, 
we have lived seventy years." Seventy years I The 
passing of one cog is longer ; seven hundred times 
seventy years would not equal the click of the tiniest 
cog while the mind was living its own life. Sleep 
and clods, with the glory of the earth, and the sun, 
and the sea, and the endless ether around us ! 
Incredible marvel this sleep and clods and talk of 
years. But I suppose it was only a second or two, 
for some slight movement attracted him, and he 
looked, and instantly the vision above was forgotten. 
Upon the willow trunk prone in the water, he saw 
a brown creature larger than any animal commonly 
seen, but chiefly in length, with sharp-pointed, 
triangular ears set close to its head. In his excite- 
ment he did not recognize it as he aimed. Behind 
the fir trunks he was hidden, and he was on high 
ground — animals seldom look up — the creature's 
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head too was farthest from him. He steadied the 
long, heavy barrel against a fir trunk, heedless of a 
streak of viscous turpentine sap which his hand 
pressed. 

The trigger was partly drawn — his arm shook, he 
sighed — he checked himself, held his breath tight, 
and fired. The ball plunged and the creature was 
jerked up rebounding and fell in the water. He 
dashed down, leaped in— as it happened the water 
was very shallow-— and seized it as it splashed a little 
from mere muscular contraction. Aimed at the 
head, the ball had passed clean through between the 
shoulders and buried itself in the willow trunk. The 
animal was dead before he touched it. He tore 
home and threw it on the bed : " Mark ! " 

«0\" said Mark. " An otter ! " 

Their surprise was great, for they had never sus- 
pected an otter. No one had ever seen one there 
that they had heard of, no one had even supposed it 
possible. These waters were far from a river, they 
were fed by rivulets supporting nothing beyond a 
kingfisher. To get there the otter must have 
ascended the brook from the river, a bold and 
adventurous journey, passing hatches and farm- 
houses set like forts by the water's edge, passing 
mills astride the stream. 

Q 2 
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The hare had been admired, but it was nothing to 
the otter, which was as rare there as a black fox. 
They looked at its broad flat head — hold a cat's 
head up under the chin, that is a little like it — the 
sharp, triangular ears set close to the head, the 
webbed feet, the fur, the long tail decreasing to a 
blunt point. It must be preserved ; they could skin 
it, but could not stuff it; still it must be done. The 
governor must see it, mamma, the Jolly Old Moke, 
Prances, Val, Cecil, Charlie, Ted, Big Jack— all. 
Must! 

This was the cause then of the curious wave they 
had seen which moved without wind — no, Mark 
remembered that once being near the wave he had 
seen something white under the surface. The wave 
was not caused by the otter, but most likely it was 
the otter Pan had scented on Bamboo Island when 
he seemed so excited, and they could see no reason. 
The otter must be preserved — must ! 

While they breakfasted, while they bathed, this 
was the talk. Presently they heard the slave's 
whistle and fetched her on the raft. Now, Loo, 
cunning hussy, waited till she was safely landed on 
the island, and then told them that dear mamma and 
Frances were going that day up to Jack's to see 
them. Loo had been sent for to go to the town on 
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an errand, and she had heard it mentioned. Instead 
of going on the errand she ran to play slave. 

Charlie had had some knowledge of this yester- 
day, and waved his cap instead of the white hand- 
kerchief as a warning, but they did not see it. If 
mamma and Frances drove up to Jack's to see them, 
of course it would be at once discovered that they 
were not at Jack's, and then what a noise there 
would be. 

" Hateful," said Mark. " It seems to me we're 
getting near the hateful f Other Side.' " 
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CHAPTER XV. 

NEW YORMOSA — THE BLACK 8AIL. 

Now, at the Other Side, i.e. at home, things had 
gone smoothly for them till the day before, in a 
measure owing to the harvest, and for the rest to 
the slow ways of old-fashioned country people. 
When they had gone away to Jack's before in dis- 
grace, Bevis's mother could not rest, the ticking of 
the clock in the silent house, the distant beat of the 
blacksmith's hammer, every little circumstance of 
the day jarred upon her. But on this occasion they 
had, she believed, gone for their own pleasure, and 
though she missed them, they were not apart and 
separated by a gulf of anger. 

Busy with the harvest, there was no visiting, no 
one came down from Jack's, and so the two slipped 
for the moment out of the life of the hamlet. 
Presently Bevis's short but affectionate letter arrived, 
and prevented any suspicion arising, for no one 
noticed the postmark. Mamma wrote by return, 
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and when her letter addressed to Bevis was delivered 
at Jack's you would have supposed the secret would 
have come out. So it would in town life — a letter 
would have been written saying that Bevis was not 
there, and asking where to forward it. 

But not so at the old house in the hills. Jack's 
mother put it on the shelf, remarking that no doubt 
Bevis was coming, and would be there to-morrow 01 
next day. As for Jack he was too busy to think 
about it, and if he had not been he would have taken 
little notice, knowing from former experience that 
Bevis might turn up at any moment. The letter 
remained on the shelf. 

On the Saturday the carrier left a parcel for Bevis 
— at any other time a messenger would have been 
sent, and then their absence would have been dis- 
covered — but no one could be spared from the field. 
The parcel contained clean collars, cuffs, and similar 
things which they never thought of taking with 
them, but which mamma did not forget. Like the 
letter the parcel was put aside for Bevis when he 
did come ; the parcel indeed was accepted as proof 
positive that he was coming. Jack's mother never 
touched a pen if she could by any means avoid it, 
old country people put off letter-writing till abso- 
lutely compelled. 
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On the Sunday afternoon while Bevis and Mark 
were lying under the fir-trees in New Formosa, dear 
mamma, always thinking of her boy and his friend, 
was up in her bedroom turning over the yellowish 
fly-leaves at the end of an old Book of Common 
Prayer, too large to go to and fro to church, and 
which was always in the room. Upon these fly- 
leaves she had written down from time to time 
the curious little things that Bevis had said. 
In the very early morning (before he could 
talk) he used to sit up in the bed while she still 
slept, and try to pick her eyelids open with finger 
and thumb. What else could a dumb creature do 
that wished to be looked at with loving eyes and 
fondled ? 

There it was entered, too, how when he was a 
" Bobby," all little boys are " Bobbies/' he called 
himself Bobaysche, and said mejjible-bone for 
vegetable marrow. Desiring to speak of wheat, and 
unable to recall its proper term, he called it bread- 
seed; and one day stroking his favourite kitten 
asked " If God had a pussy ? " It was difficult for 
him to express what time he meant, "When that 
yesterday that came yesterday went away " was his 
paraphrase for the day before yesterday. 

One day in the sitting-room he fancied himself a 
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hunter with a dart, and seizing the . poker balanced 
it over his head. He became so excited he launched 
his dart at the flying quarry, and it went through 
the window-pane. In a day or two — workmen are 
not to be got in a hurry in the country — an old 
glazier trudged out to put in fresh glass, and while 
he cut out the dry putty and measured his glass, 
and drew the diamond point across, Bevis emptied 
his tool-basket and admired the chisels and hammers. 
By and by, tired of things which he was not per- 
mitted to use lest he should cut himself, he threw 
them in and handed the basket to the workman : 
" Here," he said, " Here — take your toys ! " 

Toys indeed. The old man had laboured fifty 
years with these toys till his mind had become 
with monotony as horny and unimpressionable as 
his hand. He smiled : he did not see the other 
meaning that those childish words convey. 

Nothing then pleased Bevis so much as moving 
furniture, the noise and disturbance so distasteful 
to us was a treat to him. It was " thunder-boy " 
and " cuckoo-boy," as the thunder rolled or the 
cuckoo called ; he could not conceive anything being 
caused unseen without human agency. 

The Deity was human. 

" Ah ! " said he thoughtfully, « He got a high 
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ladder and climbed up over the hedges to make 
the thunder." 

" Has He got any little Bobbies ? " 

"No." 

" I suppose He had when He was down here P " 

"No." 

" No " (with pity) " He didn't have no peoples." 
The pleasure of refusal was not to be resisted. 

" Now do, Bobby, dear ? 

"I san't : say it again. J 

"01 do do it." 

" I san't : say it again." 

" Now, do." 

" I san't," shaking his head, as much as to say 
it's very dreadful of me, but I shan't. They 
could not explain to him that the glowing sunset 
was really so far away, he wanted to go to it. " It's 
only just over the blackberry hedge." Some one 
was teaching him that God loved little boys; 
" But does he love ladies too ? " 

As for papa he had to tell stories by the 
hour, day after day, and when he ceased and said 
he could not remember any more, Bevis frowned. 
" Rack your brains ! rack your brains ! " said he. 
A nightingale built in the hedge near the house, 
and all night long her voice echoed in the bed- 
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room. Listening one night as he was in bed he 
remarked, " The nightingale has two songs : first 
he sings < Sir-rup— sir-rup,' and then he sings 
< Tweet.' " 

For his impudence he had a box on the ear: 

* 

" Pooh ! It went pop like a foxglove," he laughed. 

At Brighton he was taken over the Pavilion, and 
it was some trouble to explain to him that this fine 
house had been built for a gentleman called a king. 
By-and-by, in the top stories, rather musty from 
old carpets and hangings : ts Hum ! " said he ; 
" seems stuffy. I can smell that gentleman's 
dinner," i.e. George the Fourth's. 

Visiting a trim suburban villa, while the ladies 
talked they sent him out on the close-mown lawn 
to play. When he came in, " Well, dear, did you 
enjoy yourself? " 

" Don't think much of your garden," said Bevis ; 
" no buttercups." 

At prayers : " Make Bobby a good boy, and see 
that you do everything I tell you." 

" You longered your promise," did not fulfil it 
for a long time. " Straight yourselves," when out 
walking he wished them to go straight on and not 
turn. " Round yourselves, round yourselves," 
when he wanted them to take a turning. When 
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he grew up to be a big man he expressed his 
determination to " knock down the policeman and 
kill the hanging-man," then he could do as he 
liked. " Tiffeck " was the cat's cough. 

Driving over Westminster Bridge the first time, 
and seeing the Houses of Parliament, which re- 
minded him of his toy bricks, he inquired "If 
there was anything inside ? " Older people have 
asked that of late years. As he did not get his 
wishes quickly, it appeared to him there were " too 
many perhapses in this place :" he wanted things 
done " punctually at now." A waterfall was the 
" tumbling water." 

They told him there was one part of us that did 
not die. " Then," he said directly, " I suppose that 
is the thinking part." What more, ! Descartes, 
Plato, philosophers, is there in your tomes ? The 
crucifixion hurt his feelings very much, the cruel 
nails, the unfeeling spear : he looked at the 
picture a long time, and then turned over the page, 
saying, ft If God had been there He would not have 
let them do it." 

"What are you going to be when you're a 
man ? " asked grandpa. " An engineer, a lawyer ? " 

" Pooh ! Fm going to be a king, and wear a gold 
crown ! " 
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A glowing March sunset made the tops of the 
elms, red with flower before the leaf, show clear 
against the sky. "They look like red seaweed 
dipped in water/' he. said. 

. Such were some of the short and disconnected 
jottings in mamma's prayer-book : mere jottings, 
but well she could see the scene in her mind when 
the words were said. Latest of all, the second visit 
to the seaside, where, after rioting on the sands and 
hurling pebbles in the summer waves, suddenly he 
stopped, looked up at her and said, " ! wasn't it 
a good thing the sea was made ! " It was indeed. 

Every one being so much in the field, mamma was 
left alone, and wearying of it, asked Frances to 
come up frequently to her: Frances was willing 
enough to do so, especially as she could talk unre- 
servedly of Big Jack, so that it was a pleasure to 
her to come. At last, on the Friday, as Bevis did 
not write again, his mother proposed that they 
should drive up to Jack's, and see how the boys 
were on the morrow. Frances was discreetly de- 
lighted : Jack could not come down to see her just 
now, and with Bevis's mother she could go up and 
see him with propriety. So it was agreed that the 
dog-cart should be ready early on Saturday after- 
noon. Charlie learned something of this — he 
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played in and ont the place, and waved his cap 
thrice as a warning. 

Now, in the kitchen on Friday evening there was 
a curious talk of Bevis and Mark. Had it not been 
for the harvest something would have crept out 
about them among the cottagers. Such inveterate 
gossipers would have sniffed out something, some 
one would have supposed this, another would have 
said they were not at Big Jack's, a third might 
have caught a glimpse of them when on the main- 
land. But the harvest filled their hands with 
work, sealed their eyes, and shut their mouths. 
An earthquake would hardly disturb the reapers. 
So soon as they had completed the day's work they 
fell asleep. Pan's nocturnal rambles would have 
been noticed had it not been for this, though he 
might have come down from Jack's. 

However, as it chanced, not a word was said till 
the Friday evening, when there came into the 
kitchen a labouring man, sent by his master to 
have some talk with the Bailiff respecting a pro- 
posed bargain. Every evening the Bailiff took his 
quart in the kitchen, and though it was summer 
always in the same corner by the hearth. He 
had no home, an old and much-crusted bachelor : 
he had a dim craving for company, and he liked 
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to sit there and sip while Polly worked round 
briskly. 

A deal of gossip was got through in that 
kitchen. Men came in and out, they lingered on 
the door-step with their fingers on the latch jnst to 
add one more remark. That evening when the bar- 
gain, a minor matter, had been discussed, this man, 
with much roundabout preliminary solemnly declared 
that as he had been working up in Kushland's 
field (about half a mile from the New Sea), he had 
distinctly heard Bevis and Mark talking to each 
other, and it seemed to him that the sound came 
over the water. 

Sometimes he said he could hear folk talk at a 
great distance, four or five times as far off as most 
could, and had frequently told people what they 
had been conversing about when they had been a 
mile or more away. He could not hear like this 
always, but once now and then, and he was quite 
sure that he had heard Master Bevis and Master 
Mark talking something about shooting, and that 
the sound came from over the water. He did not 
believe they were at Jack's, there was " summat " 
(something) very curious about it. 

The Bailiff and Polly and the visitor turned this 
over and over, and gossiped, and discussed it for 
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some time, till the man had to go. They never for a 
moment doubted the perfect truth of what he had 
stated. Half-educated people are always ready to 
believe the marvellous, nor was there anything 
so unusual in this claim to a second sight of hearing, 
so to say. Once now and then, in the country, you 
meet with people who lay serious claim to possess 
the power, and most astonishing instances are 
related of it. 

Whether being so much in the open air sharpens 
the senses, whether the sound actually did travel over 
the water, it is not possible to say, or whether same 
little suspicion of the real facts had got out, and this 
fellow cunningly devised his story knowing that 
sooner or later confirmation of his wonderful powers 
of hearing would be derived in the discovery of what 
Bevis had been doing. The only persons who 
could tell were John Young and Loo : the one 
was spell-bound by the bribe he knew he should 
obtain, Loo was much too eager to share the game to 
breathe a word. Poachers, however, get about at 
odd hours in odd places, and see things they are 
not meant to. 

Still in the country the belief lingers that here 
and there a person does possess the power, and the 
story so worked upon the Bailiff and Polly, that at 
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last Polly ventured in to tell her mistress. Her 
mistress at once dismissed it as ridiculous. She 
was too well educated to dream dreams. Yet when 
she retired, do you know! she sat a little while 
and thought about it, so contagious is superstition. 
In the morning she sent down to Frances to come 
an hour earlier — she wanted to see Bevis. 

Prances came, and the dog-cart was at the door 
when Loo (who had been sent on an errand to the 
town — a common thing on Saturdays) rushed up to 
the door, thrust a letter into mamma's hand, and 
darted away. 

"Why!" said she. "It's Bevis— why!" she 
read aloud, Frances looking over her shoulder : — 
" Dear Mamma, Please come up to the place where 
the boats are kept directly you get this and mind 
you come this very minute " (twice dashed). " We 
are coming home from New Formosa in our ship 
the Calypso, and want you to be there to see the 
things we have brought you, and to hear all about 
it. Mind and be sure and come this very minute, 
please." 

Wondering and excited with curiosity, the two 
ladies ran as fast as they could up the meadow 
footpath, and along the bank of the New Sea, till 
they came to a clear place where the trees did 

vol. in. R 



242 Bevis. 

not interfere with the view. Then, a long way up, 
they saw a singular-looking boat with a black sail. 

" There they are ! " 

" They're coming ! " 

" What can they have been doing ? " 

" That is not the Pinta ! " 

« This has a black sail ! " 

The sail was black because it was the rug, an old- 
fashioned one, black one side and grey the other. 
After long discussion Bevis and Mark had decided 
that the time had come when they must return from 
the island, for if Bevis's mother went to Jack's and 
found they were not there, her anxiety would be 
terrible, and they could not think of it. So Bevis 
wrote a letter and sent Loo back with it at once, 
and she was to watch and see if his mother did 
as she was asked. If she started for the shore Loo 
was to raise a signal, a handkerchief they lent her 
for the purpose. 

Some time after Loo went they embarked on the 
raft, and drifted slowly down before the south wind 
till they reached the Mozambique, where they stayed 
the raft's progress with their poles till Loo dis- 
played the signal. The sail was then hoisted, and 
they bore down right before the wind. 

With dark sail booming out the Calypso surged 
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ahead, the mariners saw the two ladies on the 
shore, and waved their hands and shouted. Bevis 
steered her into port, and she grounded beside the 
Pinta. The first caress and astonishment over: 
" Where are your hats ? " said Frances. 

Where are your collars ? " said his mother. 
And gracious, child ! just look at his neck ! " 

As for hats and collars they had almost forgotten 
their existence, and having passed most of the time 
in shirt sleeves like gold-miners, with necks and 
chests exposed, they were as brown as if they had 
been in the tropics. Mark especially was tanned, 
completely tanned : Bevis was too fair to brown 
well. The sun and the wind had purified his skin 
almost to transparency with a rosy olive behind the 
whiteness. There was a gleam in his eye, the clear 
red of his lips — lips speak the state of the blood — 
the easy motion of the limbs, the ringing sound of 
the voice, the upright back, all showed primeval 
health. Both of them were often surprised at their 
own strength. 

In those days of running, racing, leaping, ex- 
ploring, swimming, the skin nude to the sun, and 
wind and water, they built themselves up of steel, 
steel that would bear the hardest wear of the world. 
Had they been put in an open boat and thrust forth 
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to sea like the viking of old, it would not have hurt 
them. 

Frances played with Bevis's golden ringlets, but 
did not kiss him as she had used to do. He looked 
too much a man. She placed her hand on her 
brother's shoulder, but did not speak to him as once 
she had done. Something told her that this was 
not the boy she ordered to and fro. 

They could not believe that the two had really 
spent all the time on an island. This was the 
eleventh morn since they had left — it could not be : 
yet there was the raft in evidence. 

" Let us row them up in the Pinta," said Mark. 

" In a minute," said Bevis. " Get her ready ; Fll 
be back in a minute — half a second." He ran along 
the bank to a spot whence he knew he could see 
the old house at home through the boughs. He 
wanted just to look at it — there is no house so 
beautiful as the one you were born in — and then he 
ran back. 

There was a little water in the boat but not much, 
they hauled out some of the ballast, the ladies got 
in and were rowed direct to New Formosa. The 
stockade — so well defended, the cage before the 
door, the hut, the cave, their interest knew no 
bounds. 
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"But you did not really sleep on this," said 
Bevis's mother in a tone of horror, finding the bed 
was nothing but fir branches : she could not be 
reconciled to the idea. 

The matchlock, the niche for the lantern, the 
marks where their fires had been, the sun-dial, there 
was no detail they did not examine : and lastly they 
went all round the island by the well-worn path. 
This occupied a considerable time, it was now too 
late to drive up to Jack's and the object was 
removed, but Bevis's mother, ever anxious for others' 
happiness, whispered to Frances that she would 
write and send a messenger, and ask Jack to come 
down to-morrow — surely he could spare Sunday — 
to bring back the parcel, and see the wonderful 
island. 

When at last they landed the ladies, there "v^as 
Charlie on the bank, and Cecil and Val, who had 
somehow got wind of it — they were wild with 
curiosity not unmingled with resentment. These 
had to be rowed to New Formosa and they stayed 
longer even than the ladies, and insisted on a shot 
each with the matchlock. So it was a most exciting 
afternoon for these returned shipwrecked folks. In 
the evening they had the dog-cart, and drove in to 
Latten with the otter to have it preserved. 



246 Bevis. 

They did not see much or think much of the 
governor till towards supper-time — Mark had 
snatched half an hour to visit his Jolly Old Moke 
and returned like the wind. The governor was 
calmly incredulous : he professed to disbelieve that 
they had done it all themselves, there must have 
been a man or two to help them. And if it was 
true, how did they suppose they were going to pay 
for all the damage they had done to the trees on the 
island ? 

This was a difficult question, they did not know 
that the governor could cut the trees if he chose, 
indeed they had never thought about it. But 
having faced so many dangers they were not going 
to tremble at this. They could not quite make the 
governor out, whether he was chaffing them, or 
whether he really disbelieved, or whether it was a 
cover to his anger. In truth, he hardly knew him- 
self, but he could not help admiring the ingenuity 
with which they had effected all this. 

He was a shrewd man, the governor, and he saw 
that Bevis and Mark had the ladies on their side ; 
what is the use of saying anything when the ladies 
have made up their minds ? Besides, there was this 
about it at any rate : they had gained the primeval 
health of the primeval forest-dwellers. Before 
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gleaming eyes, red lips, sun-burned and yet clear 
skin, ringing voices and shouts of laughter, how 
could he help but waver and finally melt and 
become as curious as the rest. 

In the end they actually promised, as a favour, to 
row him up to their island to-morrow. 
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CHAPTER XVI. 

SHOOTING WITH DOUBLE-BARBELS. 

The governor having been rowed to the island, ex- 
amined the fortifications, read the journal, and looked 
at the iron-pipe gun, and afterwards reflecting upon 
these things came to the conclusion that it would 
be safer and better in every way to let Bevis have 
the use of a good breech-loader. He evidently 
must shoot, and if so he had better shoot with a 
proper gun. When this decision was known, 
Mark's governor could do nothing less, and so they 
both had good guns put into their hands. 

In truth, the prohibition had long been rather 
hollow, more traditional than effectual. Bevis had 
accompanied his governor several autumns in the 
field, and shot occasionally, and he had been 
frequently allowed to try his skill at the starlings 
flying to and fro the chimney. Besides which they 
shot with Jack and knew all about it perfectly well. 
They were fortunate in living in the era of the 
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breech-loader which is so much safer than the old 
muzzle-loading gun. There was hardly a part of 
the muzzle-loader which in some way or other did 
not now and then contribute to accidents. With 
the breech-loader you can in a moment remove the 
very possibility of accident by pulling out the 
cartridges and putting them in your pocket. 

Bevis and Mark knew very well how to shoot, 
both from actual if occasional practice, and from 
watching those who did shoot. The governor, 
however, desirous that they should excel, gave them 
a good drilling in this way. 

Bevis had to study his position at the moment 
when he stopped and lifted the gun. His left foot 
was to be set a little in front of the other, and he 
was to turn very slightly aside, the left shoulder 
forwards. He was never to stand square to the 
game. He was to stand upright, perfectly upright 
like a bolt. The back must not stoop nor the 
shoulders be humped and set up till the collar of 
the coat was as high as the poll. Humping the 
shoulders at the same time contracts the chest, 
and causes the coat in front to crease, and these 
creases are apt to catch the butt of the gun as it 
comes to the shoulder and divert it from its proper 
place. 
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There is no time to correct this in the act of 
shooting, so that the habit of a good position should 
be acquired that it may be avoided. He had, too, 
to hold his head nearly upright and not to crane his 
neck forward till the cheek rested on the stock while 
the head was aside in the manner of the magpie 
peering into a letter. He was to stand upright, with 
his chest open and his shoulders thrown back, like 
Robin Hood with his six foot yew drawing the 
arrow to his ear. 

Bevis was made to take his double-barrel upstairs, 
into the best bedroom —this is the advantage of the 
breech loader, take the cartridges out and it is as 
harmless as a fire- iron — where there was a modern 
cheval-glass. The mirrors down stairs were old 
and small, and the glass not perfectly homogeneous 
so that unless the reflection of the face fell just in 
the centre a round chin became elongated Before 
the cheval-glass he was ordered to stand sideways 
and throw up the gun quickly to the present, then 
holding it there, to glance at himself. 

He saw his frame arched forward, his back bent, 
his shoulders drawn together, the collar of his" coat 
up to his poll behind, the entire position cramped 
and awkward. Now he understood how unsightly 
it looked, and how difficult it is to shoot well in 
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that way. Many good sportsmen by dint of twenty 
years' cramping educate their awkwardness to a 
successful pitch. It needs many years to do it : but 
you can stand upright at once. 

He altered his posture in a moment, looked, and 
saw himself standing easily, upright but easily, and 
found that his heart beat without vibrating the 
barrel as it will if the chest be contracted, and 
that breathing did not throw the gun out of level. 
Instead of compressing himself to the gun, the gun 
fitted to him. The gun had been his master and 
controlled him, now he was the master of the gun. 

Next he had to practise the bringing of the gun 
to the shoulder — the act of lifting it — and to choose 
the position from which he would usually lift it. 
He had his free choice, but was informed that when 
once he had selected it he must adhere to it. Some 
generally carry the gun on the hollow of the left 
arm with the muzzle nearly horizontal to the left. 
Some under the right arm with the left hand 
already on the stock. Some with the muzzle 
upwards aslant with both hands also. Now and 
then one waits with the butt on his hip : one swings 
his gun anyhow in one hand like an umbrella : a 
third tosses it over his shoulder with the hammers 
down and the trigger- guard up, and jerks the 
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muzzle over when the game rises. Except in snap- 
shooting, when the gun must of necessity be held 
already half way to the shoulder, it matters very 
little which the sportsman does, nor from what 
position he raises his gun. 

But the governor insisted that it did matter 
everything that the position should be habitual. 
That in order to shoot with success, the gun 
must not be thrown up now one way and now 
another, but must almost invariably, certainly as a 
rule, be lifted from one recognized position. Else 
so many trifling circumstances interfere with the 
precision without which nothing can be done, a 
crease of the coat, a button, the sleeve, or you 
might, forgetting yourself, knock the barrel against 
a bough. 

To avoid these you must take your mind from the 
game to guide your gun to the shoulder. If you took 
your mind from the game the continuity of the 
glance was broken, and the aim snapped in two, not 
to be united. Therefore, he insisted on Bevis 
choosing a position in which he would habitually 
carry his gun when in the presence of game. 

Bevis at once selected that with the gun in the 
hollow of his left arm, the muzzle somewhat up- 
wards; this was simply imitation, because the 
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governor held it in that way. It is, however, a 
good position, easy for walking or waiting for 
ground game or for game that flies, for hare or 
snipe, for everything except thick cover or brush- 
wood, or moving in a double mound, when you must 
perforce hold the gun almost perpendicular before 
you to escape the branches. This being settled, 
and the governor having promised him faithfully 
that if he saw him carry it any other way he would 
lock the gun up for a week each time, they pro- 
ceeded to practise the bringing of the gun up to 
the shoulder, that is, to the present. 

The left hand should always grasp the stock at 
he spot where the gun balances, where it can be 
poised on the palm like the beam of weights and 
scales. Instead of now taking it just in front of the 
trigger-guard, now on the trigger-guard, now six 
or seven inches in front, carelessly seizing it in 
different places as it happens, the left hand should 
always come to the same spot. It will do so un- 
deviatingly with a very little practice and without 
thought or effort, as your right hand meets your 
friend's to shake hands. 

If it comes always to the same spot the left hand 
does not require shifting after the butt touches the 
shoulder. The necessary movements are reduced 
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to a minimum. Grasping it then at the balance lift it 
gently to the shoulder, neither hastily nor slowly, 
but with quiet ease. Bevis was particularly taught 
not to throw the butt against his shoulder with a 
jerk, he was to bring it up with the deliberate 
motion of " hefting." " Hefting " is weighing in 
the hands — you are asked to " heft " a thing — to 
take it and feel by raising it what you think it 
weighs. 

With this considerate ease Bevis was to " heft " 
his gun to the shoulder, and only to press it there 
sufficiently to feel that the butt touched him. He 
was not to hold it loosely, nor to pull it against his 
shoulder as if he were going to mortice it there. 
He was just to feel it If you press the gun with a 
hard iron stiffness against the shoulder you cannot 
move it to follow the flying bird : you pull against 
and resist yourself. On the other hand, if loosely 
held the gun is apt to shift. 

The butt must touch his shoulder at the same 
place every time. Those who have not had this 
pointed out to them frequently have the thick or 
upper part of the butt high above the shoulder, and 
really put nothing but the narrow and angular 
lower part against the body. At another time, 
throwing it too low, they have to bend and stoop 



Shooting with Double-Barrels, 255 

over the gun to get an aim. Or it is pitched np to 
the chest, and not to the shoulder at all — to the 
edge of the chest, or again to the outside of the 
shoulder on the arm. They never bring it twice to 
the same place and must consequently change the 
inclination of the head at every shot. A fresh 
effort has, therefore, to be gone through each time 
to get the body and the gun to fit. 

Bevis was compelled to bring the butt of his gun 
up every time to the same spot well on his shoulder, 
between his chest and his arm, with the hollow of 
the butt fitting, like a ball in its socket. One of the 
great objects of this mechanical training was that 
he should not have to pay the least attention to the 
breech of the gun in aiming. All that he had to do 
with was the sight. His gun, when he had thus 
practised, came up exactly level at once. 

It required no shifting,, no moving of the left 
hand further up or lower down the stock, no pushing 
of the butt higher up the shoulder, or to this side or 
that. His gun touched his shoulder at a perfect 
level, as straight as if he had thrust out his hand 
and pointed with the index finger at the bird. 
Not the least conscious effort was needed, there was 
nothing to correct, above all there was not a second's 
interruption of the continuity of glance — the look at 
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the game. The breech was level with the sight 
instantly; all he had further to do with was the 
sight. 

With both eyes open he never lost view of the 
bird for the tenth of a second. The governor taught 
him to keep his eyes, both open, on the bird as it 
flew, and his gun came up to his line of sight. The 
black dot at the end of the barrel — as the sight 
appears in the act of shooting — had then only to 
cover the bird, and the finger pressed the trigger. 
Up to the moment that the black dot was adjusted 
to the mark all was automatic. 

The governor's plan was first to reduce the move- 
ments to a minimum ; secondly, to obtain absolute 
uniformity of movement ; thirdly, to secure by this 
absolute uniformity a perfect unconsciousness of 
effort of movement at all ; in short, automatic move- 
ment ; and all this in order that the continuity of 
glance, the look at the game, might not be inter- 
rupted for the merest fraction of a second. That 
glance was really the aim, the gun fitted itself to the 
gaze just as you thrust out your index finger and 
point, the body really did the work of aiming itself. 

All the mind had to do was to effect the final 
adjustment of the black dot of the sight. Very 
often when the gun was thus brought up no such 
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adjustment was necessary, it was already there, so 
that there was nothing to do but press the trigger* 
' It then looked as if the gun touched the shoulder 
and was discharged instantaneously. 

He was to look at the bird, to keep both eyes on 
it, to let his gun come to his eyes, still both open, 
adjust the dot and fire. There was no binocular 
trouble because he was never to stay to run his eyes 
up the barrels — that would necessitate removing his 
glance from the game, a thing strictly forbidden. 
Only the dot. He saw only the dot, and the dot 
gave no binocular trouble. The barrels were 
entirely ignored; the body had already adjusted 
them. Only the dot. The sight — this dot — is the 
secret of shooting. 

The governor said if you shut the left eye you 
cannot retain your glance on the bird, the barrels 
invariably obscure it for a moment, and the mind 
has to catch itself again. He would not let Bevis 
take his eyes off it — he would rather he missed. 
Bevis was also to be careful not to let his right hand 
hang with all the weight of his arm on the stock, a 
thing which doubles the labour of the left arm as 
it has to uphold the weight of the gun and of the 
right arm too, and thus the muzzle is apt to be 
depressed. 

VOL. III. s 
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He was not to blink, but to look through the 
explosion. Hundreds of sportsmen blink as they 
pull the trigger. He was to let his gun smoothly fol- 
low the bird, even in the act of the explosion, exactly 
as the astronomer's clockwork equatorial follows a 
star. There was to be continuity of glance; and 
thus at last he brought down his snipes right and 
left, as it seemed, with a sweep of the gun. 

The astronomers discovered " personal equation." 
Three men are set to observe the occultation of a 
satellite by Jupiter, and to record the precise time 
by pressing a lever. One presses the lever the 
hundredth of a second too soon, the second the 
hundredth of a second too late, the third sometimes 
one and sometimes the other and sometimes is pre- 
cisely accurate. The mean of these three gives the 
exact time. In shooting one man pulls the trigger 
a fraction too soon, another a fraction too late, a 
third is uncertain. H you have been doing your 
best to shoot well, and after some years still fail, 
endeavour to discover your " personal equation," 
and by correcting that you may succeed much better. 
It is a common error and unsuspected, so is blinking 
— you may shoot for years and never know that you 
blink. 

Bevis's personal equation was a second too quick. 
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In this, as in everything, he dashed at it. His 
snipes were cut down as if you had whipped them 
over : his hares were mangled ; his partridges 
smashed. The dot was dead on them, and a volley 
of lead was poured in. The governor had a diffi- 
culty to get him to give " law " enough. 

He acquired the mechanical precision so perfectly 
that he became careless and shot gracelessly. The 
governor lectured him and hung his gun up for a 
week as a check. By degrees he got into the easy 
quiet style of finished shooting. 

The two learned the better and the quicker 
because there were two. The governor went 
through the same drill with Mark, motion for 
motion, word for word. Then when they were out in 
the field the one told the other, they compared their 
experiences, checked each other's faults, and com- 
mended success. They learned the better and the 
quicker because they had no keeper to find every- 
thing for them, and warn them when to expect a 
hare, and when a bird. They had to find it for 
themselves like Pan. Finally, they learned the 
better because at first they shot at anything that 
took their fancy, a blackbird or a wood-pigeon, and 
were not restricted to one class of bird with the 
same kind of motion every time it was flushed. 

s 2 
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Long before trusted with guns they had gathered 
from the conversation they constantly heard around 
them to aim over a bird that flies straight away 
because it usually rises gradually for some distance, 
and between the ears of the running hare. If the hare 
came towards them they shot at the grass before his 
paws. A bird flying aslant away needs the sight to 
be put in front of it, the allowance increasing as the 
angle approaches a right angle; till when a bird 
crosses, straight across, you must allow a good piece, 
especially if he comes with the wind. 

Two cautions the governor only gave them, one to 
be extremely careful in getting through hedges that 
the muzzles of their guns pointed away, for branches 
are most treacherous, and secondly never to put the 
forefinger inside the trigger-guard till in the act of 
lifting the gun to the shoulder. 

For awhile their territory was limited as the 
governor, who shot with Mark's, did not want the 
sport spoiled by these beginners. But as Septem- 
ber drew to a close they could wander almost where 
they liked, and in October anywhere, on promise of 
not shooting pheasants should they come across 
any. 
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CHAPTER XVII. 

AMERICAN SNAP-SHOOTING. 

Meantime they taught Big Jack to swim. He came 
down to look at the cave on New Formosa, and 
Frances so taunted and tormented him because the 
boys could swim and he could not, that at last the 
giant, as it were, heaved himself up for the effort, 
and rode down every morning. Bevis and Mark 
gave him lessons, and in a fortnight he could swim 
four or five strokes to the railings. Directly he had 
the stroke he got on rapidly, for those vast lungs of 
his, formed by the air of the hills, floated him as 
buoyantly as a balloon. So soon as ever he could 
swim, Frances turned round and tormented him 
because the boys had taught him and not he the 
boys. 

Bevis and Mark could not break off the habit of 
bathing every morning, and they continued to do so 
far into October, often walking with bare feet on the 
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hoar-frost on the grass, and breaking the thin ice at 
the edge of the water by tapping it with their toes. 
The bath was now only a plunge and out again, but 
it gave them a pleasant glow all day, and hardened 
them as the smith hardens iron. 

Up at Jack's they tried again with his little rifle, 
and applying what they had learnt from the match- 
lock while shooting with ball, soon found out the 
rifle's peculiarities. It only wanted to be under- 
stood and coaxed like everything else. Then they 
could hit anything with it up to sixty yards. 
Beyond that the bullet, being beaten out of shape 
when driven home by the ramrod, could not be 
depended upon. In October they could shoot where 
they pleased on condition of sparing the pheasants 
for their governors. There were no preserved 
covers, but a few pheasants wandered away and 
came there. October was a beautiful month. 

One morning Tom, the ploughboy, and some time 
bird-keeper, came to the door and asked to see 
them. " There be a pussy in the mound/' he said, 
with the sly leer peculiar to those who bring infor- 
mation about game. He "knowed" there was a 
hare in the mound, and yet he could not have given 
any positive reason for it. He had not actually seen 
the hare enter the mound, nor found the run, nor 
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the form, neither had he Pan's intelligent nostrils, 
but he " knowed " it all the same. 

Bade as he looked he had an instinctive percep- 
tion — supersensuous perception — that there was a 
hare on that mound, which twenty people might 
have passed without the least suspicion. " Go into 
the kitchen/' said Bevis, and Tom went with a broad 
smile of content on his features, for he well knew 
that to be sent into the kitchen was equivalent to a 
cheque drawn on the cellar and the pantry. 

Bevis and Mark took their guns, Pan followed very 
happily, and they walked beside the hedges down 
towards the place, which was at some distance. 
The keenness of the morning air, from which the sun 
had not yet fully distilled the frost of the night, 
freshened their eagerness for sport. A cart laden 
with swedes crossed in front of them, and though 
the sun shone the load of roots indicated that winter 
was approaching. They passed an oak growing out 
in the field. 

Under the tree there stood an aged man with one 
hand against the hoary trunk, and looking up into 
the tree as well as his bowed back, which had 
stiffened in its stoop, and his rounded shoulders 
would let him. His dress was old and sober tinted, 
his smock frock greyish, his old hat had lost all 
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colour. He was hoary like the lichen-hung oak 
trunk. From his face the blood had dried away, 
leaving it a dull brown, the tan of seventy harvest 
fields burned into the skin, a sapless brown wrinkled 
face like a withered oak leaf. 

Though he looked at them, and Bevis nodded, his 
eyes gave no sign of recognition; like a dead 
animal's, there was no light in them, the glaze was 
settling. In the evening it might occur to him that 
he had seen them in the morning. His years pressed 
heavy on him, very heavy like a huge bundle of 
sticks \ he was lost under his age. All those years 
" Jumps " had never once been out of sight of the 
high Down yonder (not far from Jack's), the land- 
mark of the place. Within sight of that hill he was 
born, within such radius he had laboured, and 
therein he was decaying, slowly, very slowly, like an 
oak branch. James was his real name, corrupted 
to " Jumps ;" as " Jumps " he had been known for 
two generations, and he would have answered to no 
other. 

One day it happened that " Jumps " searching for 
dead sticks came along under the sycamore-trees 
and saw Jack, and Bevis and Mark swimming. He 
watched them some time with his dull glazing eyes, 
and a day or two afterwards opened his mouth 
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about it. "Never seed nobody do thuck afore," 
he said, repeating it a score of times as his class do, 
impressing an idea on others by reiteration, as it 
takes so much iteration to impress it on them. 
" Never saw any one do that before." 

For seventy harvests he had laboured in that 
place, and never once gone out of sight of the high 
Down yonder, and in all that seventy years no one 
till Bevis and Mark, and now their pupil Jack, had 
learned to swim. Bevis's governor was out of the 
question, he had crossed the seas. But of the true 
country-folk, of all who dwelt round about those 
waters, not one had learned to swim. Very likely 
no one had learned since the Norman conquest. 
When the forests were enclosed and the commonalty 
forbidden to hunt, the spirit of enterprising exercise 
died out of them. Certainly it is a fact that until 
quite recently you might search a village from end 
to end and not find a swimmer, and most probably 
if you found one now he would be something of a 
traveller and not a home-staying man. 

Tom, the ploughboy and bird-keeper, with his 
companions, the other plough-lads and young men, 
sometimes bathed in summer in the brook far down 
the meadows, splashing like blackbirds in the 
shallow water, running to and fro on the sward under 
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the grey-leaved willows with the sunshine on their 
limbs. I delight to see them, they look Greek ; I 
wish some one would paint them, with the brimming 
brook, the willows pondering over it, the pointed 
flags, the sward, and buttercups, the distant flesh- 
tints in the sunlight under the grey leaves. But 
this was not swimming. " Never saw any one do 
that before," said the man of seventy harvests. 

Under the oak he stood as Bevis and Mark passed 
that October morning. His hand was like wood 
upon wood, and as he leaned against the oak, his 
knees were bent one way and his back the other, 
and thus stiff and crooked and standing with an 
effort supported by the tree, it seemed as if he had 
been going as a beast of the field upon all fours and 
had hoisted himself upright with difficulty. Some- 
thing m the position, in the hoary tree, and the 
greyish hue of his dress gave the impression of an 
arboreal animal. 

But against the tree there leaned also a long 
slender pole, " teeled up " as " Jumps " would have 
said, and at the end of the pole was a hook. The 
old man had permission to collect the dead wood, 
and the use of his crook was to tear down the decay- 
ing branches for which he was now looking. A 
crook is a very simple instrument — the mere branch 
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of a tree will often serve as a crook — bat no arboreal 
animal has ever used a crook. All 1 " Jumps/' poor 
decaying "Jumps," with lengthened narrow ex- 
perience like a long footpath, with glazing eyes, 
crooked knee, and stiffened back, there was a some- 
thing in thee for all that, the unseen difference that 
is all in all, the wondrous mind, the soul. 

Up in the sunshine a lark sung fluttering his 
wings ; he arose from the earth, his heart was in the 
sky. Shall not the soul arise ? 

Past the oak Bevis and Mark walked beside the 
hedge upon their way. FrOst, and sunshine after 
had reddened the hawthorn sprays, and already they 
could see through the upper branches — red with 
haws — for the grass was strewn with the leaves 
from the exposed tops of the bushes. On the 
orange maples there were bunches of rosy- winged 
keys. There was a gloss on the holly leaf, and 
catkins at the tips of the leafless birch. As the 
leaves fell from the horse-chestnut boughs the 
varnished sheaths of the buds for next year 
appeared ; so there were green buds on the willows, 
black tips to the ash saplings, green buds on the 
sycamores. They waited asleep in their sheaths till 
Orion strode the southern sky and Arcturus rose in 
the East. 
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Slender larch boughs were coated with the yellow 
fluff of the decaying needles. Brown fern, shrivelled 
rush tip, grey rowen grass at the verge of the ditch 
showed that frost had wandered thither in the 
night. By the pond the brown bur-marigolds 
drooped, withering to seed, their dull disks like 
lesser sunflowers without the sunflower's colour. 
There was a beech which had been orange, but was 
now red from the topmost branch to the lowest> 
redder than the squirrels which came to it. Two or 
three last buttercups flowered in the grass, and on a 
furze bush there were a few pale yellow blossoms 
not golden as in spring, but pale. 

Thin threads of gossamer gleamed, the light ran 
along their loops as they were lifted by the breeze, 
and the sky was blue over the buff oaks. Jays 
screeched in the oaks looking for acorns, and there 
came the muffled tinkle of a sheep-bell. A humble- 
bee buzzed across their path, warmed into aimless 
life by the sun from his frost-chill of the night — 
buzzed across and drifted against a hawthorn branch. 
There he clung and crept about the branch, his raft 
in the sunshine, as men chilled at sea cling and 
creep about their platform of beams in the waste of 
waves. His feeble force was almost spent. 

The sun shone and his rays fell on red hawthorn 
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spray, on yellow larch bough, on brown fern, rush 
tip, and grey grass, on red beech and yellow gorse, 
on broad buff oaks and orange maple, and on the 
gleaming pond. Wheresoever there was the least 
colour the sun's rays flew like a bee to a flower, and 
drew from it a beauty as they drew the song from 
the lark. 

The wind came from the blue sky with drifting 
skeins of mist in it like those which curled in summer's 
dawn over the waters of the New Sea, the wind 
came and their blood glowed as they walked. King 
October reigned, and the wind of his mantle as he 
drew it about him puffed the leaves from the trees. 
June is the queen of the months, and October is 
king. " Busk ye and bowne ye my merry men all : " 
sharpen your arrows and string your bows ; set ye in 
order and march, march to the woods away. 

The wind came and rippled their blood into a 
glow, as it rippled the water. A lissom steely sense 
strung their sinews; their backs felt like oak-plants, 
upright, sturdy but not rigid ; their frames charged 
with force. This fierce sense of life is like the glow 
in the furnace where the draught comes ; there's a 
light in the eye like the first star through the even- 
ing blue. 

Afar above a flock of rooks soared, winding round 
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and round a geometrical staircase in the air, with 
outstretched wings like leaves upborne and slowly 
rotating edge first. The ploughshare was at work 
under them planing the stubble and filling the 
breeze with the scent of the earth. Over the 
ploughshare they soared and danced in joyous 
measure. 

Upon the tops of the elms the redwings sat — 
high-flying thrushes with a speck of blood under 
each wing — and called "kuek — quck" as they 
approached. When they came to the mound Bevis 
went one side of the hedge and Mark the other. 
Then at a word Pan rushed into the mound like a 
javelin, splintering the dry hollow "gix:" stalks, 
but a thorn pierced his shaggy coat and drew a 
" yap " from him. 

At that the hare waited no longer, but lightly 
leaped from the mound thirty yards ahead. Bound ! 
Bound ! Bevis poised his gun, got the dot on the 
fleeting ears, and the hare rolled over and was still. 
So they passed October, sometimes seeing a snipe 
on a sandy shallow of the brook under a willow as 
they came round a bend. The wild-fowl began to 
come to the New Sea, but these were older and 
wilder, and not easy to shoot. 

One day as they were out rowing in the Pinta 
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they saw the magic wave, and followed it up, till 
Mark shot the creature that caused it, and found it 
to be a large diving bird. Several times Bevis fired 
at herons as they came over. Towards the evening 
as they were returning homewards now and then 
one would pass, and though he knew the height was 
too much he could not resist firing at such a broad 
mark as the wide wings offered. The heron, perhaps 
touched, but unharmed by the pellets whose sting 
had left them, almost tumbled with fright, but soon 
recovered his gravity and resumed his course. 

Somewhat later the governor having business in 
London took Bevis and Mark with him. They 
stayed a week at Bevis's grandpa's, and while there, 
for Bevis's special pleasure, the governor went with 
them one evening to see a celebrated American 
sportsman shoot. This pale-face from the land of 
the Indians quite upset and revolutionized all their 
ideas of how to handle a gun. 

The perfection of first-rate English weapons, their 
accuracy and almost absolute safety, has obtained 
for them pre-eminence over all other fire-arms. It 
was in England that the art of shooting was slowly 
brought to the delicate precision which enables the 
sportsman to kill right and left in instantaneous 
succession. But why then did this one thing escape 
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discovery ? Why have so many thousands shot season 
after season without hitting upon it ? The governor 
did not like his philosophy of the gun upset in this 
way ; his cherished traditions overthrown. 

There the American stood on the stage as calm as 
a tenor singer, and every time the glass ball was 
thrown up, smash ! a single rifle-bullet broke it. A 
single bullet, not shot, not a cartridge which opens 
out and makes a pattern a foot in diameter, but one 
single bullet. It was shooting flying with a rifle. 
It was not once, twice, thrice, but tens and 
hundreds. The man's accuracy of aim seemed 
inexhaustible. 

Never was there any exhibition so entirely genuine: 
never anything so bewildering to the gunner bred in 
the traditionary system of shooting. A thousand rifle- 
bullets pattering in succession on glass balls jerked 
in the air would have been past credibility if it had 
not been witnessed by crowds. The word of a few 
spectators only would have been disbelieved. 

" It is quite upside down, this," said the governor. 
"Really one would think the glass balls burst of 
themselves." 

" He could shoot partridges flying with his rifle," 
said Mark. 

Bevis said nothing but sat absorbed in the exhi- 
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bition till the last shot was fired and they rose from 
their seats, then he said, "I know how he did 
it!" 

" Nonsense." 

" Fm snre I do : I saw it in a minute." 

" Well, how then ? " 

"I'll tell you when we get home." 

« Pooh ! " 

" Wait and see." 

Nothing more was said till they reached home, 
when half scornfully they inquired in what the 
secret lay ? 

" The secret is in this," said Bevis, holding out his 
left arm. "That's the secret." 

" How ? I don't see." 

"He puts his left arm out nearly as far as he 
can reach," said Bevis, " and holds the gun almost 
by the muzzle. That's how he does it. Here, see — 
like this." 

He took up his grandfather's gun which was a 
muzzle-loader and had not been shot off these thirty 
years, and put it to his shoulder, stretching out his 
left arm and grasping the barrels high up beyond 
the stock. His long arm reached within a few 
inches of the muzzle. 

" There ! " he said. 
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" Well, it was like that," said Mark. " He cer- 
tainly did hold the gun like that." 

" But what is the difference ? " said the governor. 
" I don't see how it's done now." 

"But I do," said Bevis. "Just think: if you 
hold the gun out like this, and put your left arm 
high up as near the muzzle as you can, you put the 
muzzle on the mark directly instead of having 
to move it about to find it. And that's it, Fm sure. 
I saw that was how he held it directly, and then I 
thought it out." 

" Let me," said Mark. He had the gun and tried, 
aiming quickly at an object on the mantelpiece. 
" So you can — you put the barrels right on it." 

" Give it to me," said the governor. He tried, 
twice, thrice, throwing the gun up quickly. 

" Keep your left hand in one place," said Bevis. 
" Not two places — don't move it." 

" I do believe he's right," said the governor. 

" Of course I am," said Bevis in high triumph. 
" I'm sure that's it." 

" So am I," said Mark. 

€t Well, really now I come to try, I think it is," 
said the governor. 

" It's like a rod on a pivot," said Bevis. " Don't 
you see the left hand is the pivot : if you hold it out 
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as far as you can, then the long part of the rod 
is your side of the pivot, and the short little piece is 
beyond it — then you've only got to move that little 
piece. If you shoot in our old way then the long 
piece is the other side of the pivot, and of course the 
least motion makes such a difference. Here, where's 
some paper — I can see it, if you can't." 

With his pencil he drew a diagram, being always 
ready to draw maps and plans of all kinds. He drew 
it on the back of a card that chanced to lie on the 
table. 

" There, that long straight stroke, that's the line 
of the gun — it's three inches long — now, see, put A 
at the top, and B at the bottom like they do in 
geometry. Now make a dot on the line just an 
inch above B. Now suppose B is where the stock 
touches your shoulder, and this dot is where your 
hand holds the gun in our old way at home. Then, 
don't you see, the very least mistake at C, ever so 
little, increases at A — ratio is the right word, 
increases in rapid ratio, and by the time the shot 
gets to the bird it's half a yard one side." 
" I see," said Mark. " Now do the other." 
" Bub out the dot at C," said Bevis. " I haven't 
got any indiarubber, you suppose it's rubbed out : 
now put the dot, two inches above B, and only one 
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inch from the top of the gun at A. That's how he 
held it with his hand at this dot, say D." 

" I think he did," said the governor. 

" Now you think," said Bevis. " It takes quite a 
sweep, quite a movement to make the top A incline 
much out of the perpendicular. I mean if the pivot, 
that's your hand, is at D a little mistake does not 
increase anything like so rapidly. So its much more 
easy to shoot straight quick." 

They considered this some while till they got 
to understand it. All the time Bevis's mind was 
working to try and find a better illustration, and at 
last he snatched tip the governor's walking-stick. 
The knob or handle he held in his right hand, and 
that represented the butt of the gun which is 
pressed against the shoulder. His right hand he 
rested on the table, keeping it still as the shoulder 
would be still. Then he took the stick with the 
thumb and finger of his left hand about one third 
of the length of the stick up. That was about 
the place where a gun would be held in the ordinary 
way. 

iC Now look/' he said, and keeping his right hand 
firm, he moved his left an inch or so aside. The 
inch at his hand increased to three or four at the 
point of the stick. This initial error in the aim 
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would go on increasing till at forty yards the widest 
spread of shot would miss the mark. 

" And now this way/' said Bevis. He slipped his 
left hand up the stick to within seven or eight 
inches of the point. This represented the new posi- 
tion. A small error here — or lateral motion of the 
hand— only produced a small divergence. The 
muzzle, the top of the stick, only varied from the 
straight line the amount of the actual movement of the 
left hand. In the former case a slight error of the 
hand multiplied itself at the muzzle. This con- 
vinced them. 

" How we shall shoot ! " said Mark. « We shall 
beat Jack hollow ! " 

They returned home two days afterwards, and 
immediately tried the experiment with their double- 
barrels. It answered perfectly. As Bevis said, the 
secret was in the left arm. 

When about to shoot grasp the gun at once with 
the left hand as high up the barrel as possible with- 
out inconveniently straining the muscles, and so 
bring it to the shoulder. Push the muzzle up against 
the mark, as if the muzzle were going to actually 
touch it. The left hand aims, positively putting the 
muzzle on the game. All is centred in the left 
hand. The left hand must at once with the very 
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first movement take hold high up, and must not 
be slid there, it must take hold high up as near the 
muzzle as possible without straining. The left 
hand is thrust out, and as it were put on the game. 
Educate the left arm ; teach it to correspond instan- 
taneously with the direction of the glance ; teach it 
to be absolutely stable for the three necessary 
seconds ; let the mind act through the left wrist. 
The left hand aims. 

This is with the double-barrel shot gun ; with the 
rifle at short sporting ranges the only modification 
is that as there is but one pellet instead of two 
hundred, the sight must be used and the dot put on 
the mark, while with the shot gun in time you scarcely 
use the sight at all. With the rifle the sight must 
never be forgotten. The left hand puts the sight 
on the mark, and the quicker the trigger is pressed 
the better, exactly reversing tradition. A slow 
deliberative rifleman was always considered the most 
successful, but with the new system the fire cannot 
be delivered too quickly, the very instant the sight 
is on the mark, thus converting the rifleman into a 
snap-shooter. Of course it is always understood 
that this applies to short sporting ranges, the 
method is for sporting only, and does not apply to 
long range. 
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One caution is necessary in shooting like this with 
the double-barrel. Be certain that you use a first- 
class weapon, quite safe. The left hand being nearly 
at the top of the barrel, the left hand itself, and the 
whole length of the left arm are exposed in case of 
the gun bursting. I feel that some cheap guns are 
not quite safe. With a good gun by a known 
maker there is no danger. 

The American has had many imitators, but no one 
has reached his degree of excellence in the new art 
which he invented. Perhaps it is fortunate that it 
is not every one who can achieve such marvellous 
dexterity, for such shooting would speedily empty 
every cover in this country. 

Big Jack learned the trick from them in a very 
short time. His strong left arm was as steady as a 
rock. He tried it with his little rifle, and actually 
killed a hare, which he started from a furze bush, as 
it ran with a single bullet. But the governor 
though convinced would not adopt the new practice. 
He adhered to the old way, the way he had learned 
as a boy. What we learn in youth influences us 
through life. 

But Bevis and Mark, and Big Jack used it with 
tremendous effect in snap- shooting in lanes where 
the game ran or flew across, in ferreting when the 
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rabbits bolted from hole to hole, in snipe shooting, 
in hedge-hunting, one each side — the best of all 
sport, for you do not know what may turn out 
next, a hare, a rabbit, a partridge from the dry 
ditch, or a woodcock from the dead leaves. 
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CHAPTER XVIII. 

THE ANTARCTIC EXPEDITION — CONCLUSION. 

The winter remained mild till early in January 
when the first green leaves had appeared on the 
woodbine. One evening Polly announced that it 
was going to freeze, for the cat as he sat on the 
hearthrug had put his paw over his ear. If he sat 
with his back to the fire, that was a sign of rain. If 
he put his paw over his ear that indicated frost. 

It did freeze and hard. The wind being still, the 
New Sea was soon frozen over except in two places. 
There was a breathing-hole in Fir-Tree Gulf about 
fifty or sixty yards from the mouth of the Nile. The 
channel between New Formosa and Serendib did 
not " catch," perhaps the current from Sweet River 
Falls was the cause, and though they could skate up 
within twenty yards, they could not land on the 
islands. Jack and Frances came to skate day after 
day ; Bevis and Mark with Ted, Cecil, and the rest 
fought hockey battles for hours together. 
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One afternoon, being a little tired, Bevis sat on 
the ice, and presently lay down for a moment at full 
length, when looking along the ice — as he looked 
along his gun — he found he could see sticks or 
stones or anything that chanced to be on it a great 
distance off. Trying it again he could see the 
skates of some people very nearly half a mile 
distant, though his eyes were close to the surface, 
even if he placed the side of his head actually on 
the ice. The skates gleamed in the sun, and he 
could see them distinctly ; sticks lying on the ice 
were not clearly seen so far as that, but a long way, 
so that the ice seemed perfectly level. 

As the sun sank the ice became rosy, reflecting 
the light in the sky ; the distant Downs too were 
tinted the same colour. After it was dark Bevis 
got a lantern which Mark took five or six hundred 
yards up the ice, and then set it down on the sur- 
face. Bevis put his face on the ice as he had done 
in the afternoon and looked along. His idea was to 
try and see for how far the lantern would be visible, 
as the sticks and skates had been visible a good 
way, he supposed the light would be apparent very 
much farther. 

Instead of which, when he had got into position 
and looked along the ice with his face touching it, 
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the lantern had quite disappeared, yet it was not so 
far off as he had seen the skates — skates are only 
an inch or so high, and the candle in the lantern 
was four or five. He skated two hundred yards 
nearer, and then tried. At this distance, with his 
eyes as close to the ice as he could get them, he 
could not see the light itself, but there was a glow 
diffused in the air where he knew it was. 

This explained why the light disappeared. There 
was a faint and invisible mist above the ice — the ice- 
blink — which at a long distance concealed the 
lantern. If he lifted his head about eighteen 
inches he could see the light so that the stratum of 
mist, or ice-blink, appeared to be about eighteen 
inches in thickness. When he skated another hundred 
yards closer he could just see the light with his face 
on the ice as he had done the skates by day. So 
that after sunset it was evident this mist formed 
in the air just above the ice. Mark tried the same 
experiment with the same result, and they then 
skated slowly homewards, for as it was not moon- 
light they might get a fall by coming against a 
piece of twig half-sunk in and frozen firmly. 

Suddenly there was a sound like the boom of a 
cannon, and a crack shot across the broad water 
from shore to shore. The " who-hoo-whoop " of 
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the noise echoed back from the wood on the hill, 
and then they heard it again in the coombes and 
valleys, rolling along. As the ice was four or five 
inches thick it parted with a hollow roar : the crack 
sometimes forked, and a second running report 
followed the first. Sometimes the crack seemed to 
happen simultaneously all across the water. Occa- 
sionally they could hear it coming, and with a 
distinct interval of time before it reached them. 

Up through these cracks or splits a little water 
oozed, and freezing on the surface formed barriers 
of rough ice from shore to shore, which jarred the 
skates as they passed over. These splits in no 
degree impaired the strength of the ice. Later on 
as they retired they opened the window and heard 
the boom again, weird and strange in the silence of 
the night. 

One day a rabbit was started from a bunch of 
frozen rushes by the shore, and they chased it on 
the ice, overtaking it with ease. They could have 
knocked it down with their hockey sticks, but fore- 
bore to do so. From these rush-bunches they now 
and then flushed dab-chicks or lesser grebes which, 
when there is open water, cannot be got to fly. 

Till now the air had been still, but presently the 
wind blew from the south almost a gale, this was 
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straight down the water, so keeping their skates 
together and spreading out their coats for sails they 
drove before the wind at a tremendous pace, flying 
past the trees and accumulating such velocity that 
their ankles ached from the vibration of the skates. 
Nor could they stop by any other means than 
describing a wide circle, and so gradually facing the 
wind. Bevis began to make an ice-raft to slide on 
runners and go before the wind with a sail like the 
ice-yachts on the American lakes. 

But by the time the frame was put together, and 
the blacksmith had finished the runners, a thaw set 
in. It is just the same with sleighs, directly the 
sleigh is got to work, the snow goes and leaves the 
heaviest and muddiest road of the year. The ice- 
yachts of America must give splendid sport ; it is 
said that they sometimes glide at the rate of a mile 
a minute, actually out-stripping the speed of the 
wind which drives them. This has been rather a 
puzzle why it should be so. 

May it not be the same as it was with Bevis and 
Mark when they spread their coats like sails and 
flew before the gale with such speed that it needed 
some nerve to stand upright — till the vibration of 
the skates caused a peculiar numblike feeling in the 
ankles ? They either did or seemed to go faster than 
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the wind, and was not this the accumulation of 
velocity ? As a bullet dropped from a window falls 
so many feet the first second, and a great many 
more the next second, increasing its pace, so as they 
were thrust forwards by the wind their bodies accu- 
mulated the impetus and shot beyond it. Possibly 
it is the same with the swift ice-yacht. The thaw 
was a great disappointment. 

The immense waves of ocean rise before the wind, 
and so the wind rushing over the ice no longer 
firm and rigid quickly broke up the surface, and 
there was a tremendous grinding and splintering, 
and chafing of the fragments. For the first few 
days these were carried down the New Sea, but 
presently the wind changed. The black north swooped 
on the earth and swept across the waters. Fields, 
trees, woods, hills, the very houses looked dark and 
hard, the water grey, the sky cold and dusky. 
The broken ice drifted before it and was all swept 
up to the other end of the New Sea and jammed 
between and about the islands. They could now 
get at the Pinta, and resolved to have a sail. 

" An arctic expedition ! " 

" Antarctic — it is south ! " 

"All right." 

" Let us go to New Formosa." 
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" So we will. But the ice is jammed there." 

« Cut through it." 

" Make an ice-bow." 

"Be quick." 

Up in the workshop they quickly nailed two short 
boards together like a V. This was lashed to the 
stem of the Pinta to protect her when they crashed 
into the ice. They took a reef in the mainsail, 
for though the wind does not seem to travel any 
swifter, yet in winter it somehow feels more hard 
and compact and has a greater power on what it 
presses against. Just before they cast loose, 
Frances appeared on the bank above, she had called 
at the house, and hearing what they were about, 
hastened up to join the expedition. So soon as she 
had got a comfortable seat, well wrapped up in 
sealskin and muff, they pushed off, and the Pinta 
began to run before the wind. It was very strong, 
much stronger than it had seemed ashore, pushing 
against the sail as if it were a solid thing. The 
waves followed, and the grey cold water lapped at 
the stern. 

Beyond the battle-field as they entered the 
broadest and most open part the black north roared 
and rushed at them, as if the pressure of the sky 
descending forced a furious blast between it and the 
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surface. Angry and repellent waves hissed as their 
crests blew off in cold foam and spray, stinging 
their cheeks. Ahead the red sun was sinking over 
New Formosa, they raced towards the disc, the sail 
straining as if it would split. As the boat drew 
near they saw the ice jammed in the channel between 
the two islands. 

It was thin and all in fragments; some under 
water, some piled by the waves above the rest, some 
almost perpendicular, like a sheet of glass standing 
upright and reflecting the red sunset. Against 
the cliff the waves breaking threw fragments of 
ice smashed into pieces; ice and spray rushed up 
the steep sand and slid down again. But it was 
between the islands that the waves wreaked their 
fury. The edge of the ice was torn into jagged 
bits which dashed against each other, their white 
saw-like points now appearing, now forced under by 
a larger block. 

Farther in the ice heaved as the waves rolled 
under : its surface was formed of plates placed like 
a row of books fallen aside. As the ice heaved these 
plates slid on each other, while others underneath 
striving to rise to the surface struck and cracked 
them. Down came the black north as a man might 
bring a sledge-hammer on the anvil, the waves 
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hissed, and turned darker, a white sea-gull (which 
had come inland) rose to a higher level with easy 
strokes of its wings. 

Splinter— splanter ! Crash ! grind, roar ; a noise 
like thousands of gnashing teeth. 

"0!" said Frances, dropping her muff, and 
putting her hands to her ears. " It is Dante ! " 

Bevis had his hand on the tiller; Mark his on the 
halyard of the mainsail; neither spoke, it looked 
doubtful. The next instant the Pinta struck the 
ice midway between the islands, and the impetus 
with which she came drove her six or seven feet 
clear into the splintering fragments. They were 
jerked forwards, and in an instant the following wave 
broke over the stern, and then another, flooding the 
bottom of the boat. Mark had the mainsail down, 
for it would have torn the mast out. 

With a splintering, grinding, crashing, roaring, a 
horrible and inexpressible noise of chaos — an order- 
. less, rhythmless noise of chaos — the mass gave way 
and swept slowly through the channel. The impact 
of the boat acted like a battering-ram and started 
the jam. Fortunate it was for them that it did so, 
or the boat might have been swamped by the follow- 
ing waves. Bevis got out a scull, bo did Mark, and 
their exertions kept her straight; had she turned 
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broadside it would have been awkward even as it 
was. They swept through the channel, the ice 
at its edges barking willow branches and planing 
the shore, large plates were forced up high and 
dry. 

" Hurrah ! " shouted Mark. 

"Hurrah !" 

At the noise of their shouting thousands of 
starlings rose from the osiers on Serendib with a 
loud rush of wings, blackening the air like a cloud. 
They were soon through the channel, the ice spread 
in the open water, and they worked the boat under 
shelter of New Formosa, and landed. 

" You are wet," said Bevis as he helped Frances 
out. 

" But it's jolly ! " said Frances, laughing. "Only 
think what a fright he would have been in if he had 
known ! " 

Having made the boat safe — there was a lot of 
water in her — they walked along the old path, now 
covered with dead leaves damp from the thaw, to 
the stockade. The place was strewn with small 
branches whirled from the trees by the gales, and 
in the hut and further corner of the cave were 
heaps of brown oak leaves which had drifted in. 
Nothing else had changed ; so well had they built 



The Antarctic Expedition — Conclusion. 291 

it that the roof had neither broken down nor been 
destroyed by the winds. 

During the frost a blackbird had roosted in a 
corner of the hut under the rafters, sparrows too 
had sought its shelter, and wrens and blue-tits had 
crept into the crevices of the eaves. Next they 
went up on the cliff, the sun-dial stood as they had 
left it, but the sun was now down. 

Prom the height, where they could hardly stand 
against the wind, they saw a figure afar on the 
green hill by the sycamores, which they knew must 
be Big Jack waiting for them to return. Walking 
back to the Pinta they passed under the now 
leafless teak-tree marked and scored by the bullets 
they had fired at it. 

Before embarking they baled out the water in 
the boat, and then inclined her, first one side and 
then the other, to see if she had sprung a leak, but 
she had not. The ice-bow was then hoisted on 
board, as it would no longer be required, and 
would impede their sailing. Prances stepped in, 
and Bevis and Mark settled themselves to row out 
of the channel. With such a wind it was impossible 
to tack in the narrow strait between the islands. 
They had to pull their very hardest to get through. 
So soon as they had got an offing the sculls were 
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shipped, and the sails hoisted, but before they could 
get them to work they were blown back within 
thirty yards of the cliff. Then the sails drew, and 
they forged ahead. 

It was the roughest voyage they had ever had. 
The wind was dead against them, and no matter on 
which tack every wave sent its spray, and some- 
times the whole of its crest over the bows. The 
shock sometimes seemed to hold the Pinta in mid- 
career, and her timbers trembled. Then she leaped 
forward and cut through, showering the spray 
aside. Frances laughed and sang, though the 
words were inaudible in the hiss and roar and the 
rush of the gale through the rigging, and the 
sharp, whip-like cracks of the fluttering pennant. 

The velocity of their course carried them to and 
fro the darkening waters in a few minutes, but 
the dusk fell quickly, and by the time they had 
reached Fir-Tree Gulf, where they could get a still 
longer "leg" or tack, the evening gloom had 
settled down. Big Jack stood on the shore, and 
beckoned them to come in : they could easily have 
landed Frances under the lee of the hill, but she 
said she should go all the way now. So they 
tacked through the Mozambique, past Thessaly 
and the bluff, the waves getting less in size as they 
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approached the northern shore, till they glided into 
the harbour. Jack had walked round and met 
them. He held out his hand, and Frances sprang 
ashore. " How could you ? " he said, in a tone of 
indignant relief. To him it had looked a terrible 
risk. 

" Why it was splendid ! " said Frances, and they 
went on together towards Longcot. Bevis and 
Mark stayed to furl sails, and leave the Pinta 
ship-shape. By the time they had finished it was 
already dark : the night had come. 

On their way home they paused a moment under 
the great oak at the top of the Home Field, and looked 
back. The whole south burned with stars. There 
was a roar in the oak like the thunder of the sea. 
The sky was black, black as velvet, the black north 
had come down, and the stars shone and burned 
as if the wind reached and fanned them into flame. 

Large Sirius flashed ; vast Orion strode the sky, 
lording the heavens with his sword. A scintilla- 
tion rushed across from the zenith to the southern 
horizon. The black north held down the buds, but 
there was a force in them already that must push 
out in leaf as Arcturus rose in the East. Listening 
to the loud roar of the oak as the strength of the 
north wind filled them, — 
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" I should like to go straight to the real great 
sea like the wind," said Mark. 

"We must go to the great sea," said Bevis. 
" Look at Orion ! " 

The wind went seawards, and the stars are always 
over the ocean. 



THE END. 
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of " The Hundred Greatest Men." Imperial 8vo, with 52 Plates. 

Art Education. See " Illustrated Text Books," " Illustrated 
• Dictionary," "Biographies of Great Artists." 

Autobiography of Sir G. Gilbert Scott, R.A., F.S~d., &*c. 
Edited by his Son, G. Gilbert Scott. With an Introduction by the 
Dean of Chichester, and a Funeral Sermon, preached in West- 
minster Abbey, by the Dean op Westminster. Also, Portrait on 
steel from the portrait of the Author by G. Richmond, R. A. 1 vol., 
demy 8vo, cloth extra, i&r. 

Autumnal Leaves. By F. G. Heath. Illustrated by 12 

Plates, comprising 252 figures of Autumn Leaves and Leaflets, ex- 
quisitely coloured after Nature ; 4 Page and 14 Vignette Drawings, 
by Fred. G. Short, of New Forest Scenery, and 12 Initial-letter 
Leaf Designs by the Author. Cloth, imperial i6mo, gilt edges, with 
special Cover showing Autumn Leaves printed in colours, price 14J. 



THE BAYARD SERIES. 

Edited by the late J. Hain Friswell. 

Comprising Pleasure Books of Literature produced in the Choicest Style as 
Companionable Volumes at Home and Abroad. 

"We can hardly imagine better books for boys to read or for men to ponder 
over."— Times. 
Price 2s. 6d. each Volume, complete in ilse(/; JlewibU cloth extra, gilt edges. 



with silk Headbands and Registers, 

The Story of the Chevalier Bayard. 

By M. De Berville. 
De joinville's St. Louis, King of 
France. 



The Essays of Abraham Cowley, in- 
cluding all his Prose Works. 
Abdallah; or, The Four Leaves. 
\ Tfy T&waxd Laboullaye. 
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The Bayard Series (continued) : 

Table-Talk and Opinions of Na- 
poleon Buonaparte. 

Vathek : An Oriental Romance. 
By William Beckford. 

The King and the Commons. A 
Selection of Cavalier and Puritan 
Songs. Edited by Professor 
Money. 

Words of Wellington : Maxims and 
Opinions of the Great Duke. 

Dr. Johnson's Rasselas, Prince of 
Abyssinia. With Notes. 

Hazlitfs Round Table. With Bio- 
graphical Introduction. 

The Religio Medici, Hydriotaphia, 
and the Letter to a Friend. By 
Sir Thomas Browne, Knt. 

Ballad Poetry of the Affections. By 
Robert Buchanan. 

Coleridge's Christabel, and other 

A Case containing 12 Volumes, price 31s. 



Imaginative Poems. With Preface 
by Algernon C. Swinburne. 

Lord Chesterfield's Letters, Sen- 
tences, and Maxims. With In- 
troduction by the Editor, and 
Essay on Chesterfield by M. de 
Ste.-Beuve, of the French Aca- 
demy. 

Essays in Mosaic. By Thos. Ballan- 
tyne. 

My Uncle Toby ; his Story and his 
Friends. Edited by P. Fitz- 
gerald. 

Reflections ; or, Moral Sentences and 
Maxims of the Duke de la Roche- 
foucald. 

Socrates : Memoirs for English 
Readers from Xenophon's Memo- 
rabilia. By Edw. Levien. 

Prince Albert's Golden Precepts. 

6d. ; or the Case separately, price 3*. 6d. 



Beauty and the Beast. An Old Tale retold, with Pictures by 
E. V. B. 4to, cloth extra. 10 Illustrations in Colours. I2j. 6d. 

Begum! s Fortune (The): A New Story. By Jules Verne. 
Translated by W. H. G. Kingston. Numerous Illustrations. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, gilt edges, *js. 6d. ; plainer binding, plain edges, $s. 

Ben Hur: A Tale of the Christ. By L.Wallace. Crown 

8vo, 6s. 
Beumers 9 German Copybooks. In six gradations at $d. each. 

Bickersteth 's Hymnal Companion to Book of Common Prayer 
may be had in various styles and bindings from id. to 21s. Price 
List and Prospectus will be forwarded on application. 

Bickersteth (Rev. E. H. 9 M.A.) The Reef and other Parables. 
I vol., square 8vo, with numerous very beautiful Engravings, 2j. 6d. 

The Clergyman in his Home. Small post 8vo, is. 

The Master's Home- Call; or, Brief Memorials of 

Alice Frances Bickersteth. 20th Thousand. 32mo, cloth gilt, is. 

The Master's Will. A Funeral Sermon preached 



on the Death of Mrs. S. Gurney Buxton. Sewn, 6d. ; cloth gilt, is. 
The Shadow of the Rock. A Selection of Religious 



Poetry. i8mo, cloth extra, 2s. 6d. 

The Shadowed Home and the Light .Beyond, *t^ 



Edition, crown 8vo, cloth extra, y. 

A 2 
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Biographies of the Great Artists {Illustrated). Each of the 
following Volumes is illustrated with from twelve to twenty full-page 
Engravings, printed in the best manner, and bound in ornamental 
cloth cover, y, 6d. Library Edition, bound in a superior style, 
and handsomely ornamented, with gilt top ; six Volumes, enclosed 
in a cloth case, with lid, £i us. 6d. each case. 



Hogarth. 

Turner. 

Rubens. 

Holbein. 

Tintoretto. 

Little Masters of 

Germany. 
Fra Ang-elico and 

Masaccio. 
Fra Bartolommeo. 



Giotto. Figure Painters 

Raphael. Holland. 

Van Dyck and Hals. Michel Angelo. 



of 



Titian. 
Rembrandt. 
Leonardo da Vinci. 
Gainsborough and 

Constable. 
Sir David Wilkie. 
Van Eyek. 



Delarooheand Vernet. 
Landseer. 
Reynolds. 
Velasquez. 
Mantegna and 

Franeia. 
Albert Barer. 



Price 2s. 6d. each. 
Sir Thos. Lawrence. 
Rousseau & Millet. 
Meissonier. 
Overbeek. 



Murillo. 

Early Italian Sculp- 
tors. 



and 
real 



Claude Lorraine. 
Correggio. 
Watteau, Lannet, 
and Boucher. 

" Few things in the way of small books upon great subjects, avowedly cheap 
necessarily brief, have been hitherto so well done as these biographies of the G 
Masters in painting.'*— Times, 

" A deserving series." — Edinburgh Review. 

" Most thoroughly and tastefully edited."— Spectator, 

Birthday Book, Extracts from the Writings of Theodore 
Emerson. Square i6mo, cloth extra, numerous Illustrations, very 
choice binding, y. 6d. 

Birthday Book, Extracts from the Poems of Whittier, Square 
i6mo, with numerous Illustrations and handsome binding, $s. 6d. 

Black ( Wm.) Three Feathers. Small post 8vo, cloth extra, 6s, 

■ Lady Silverdatts Sweetheart, and other Stories, i vol., 
small post 8vo, dr. 

■ Kilmeny : a Novel. Small post 8vo, cloth, 6s. 

• In Silk Attire. 3rd Edition, small post 8vo, 6s. 

* A Daughter of Heth. nth Edition, small post 8vo, 6s. 
— — Suntise. Small post 8vo, 6s. 

Blackmore (R. JD.) Lorna Doone. 10th Edition, cr. 8vo, 6s. 

■> Alice Lorraine. 1 vol., small post 8vo, 6th Edition, 6s. 

— — Clara Vaughan. Revised Edition, 6s. 

Cradock Nowell. New Edition, 6s. 

Cripps the Carrier. 3rd Edition, small post 8vo, 6s. 

Mary Anerley. New Edition, 6s. 

— £rema; or % My Fathers Sin. With 12 Illustration,?. 

small post 8vo 9 6s. 
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Blossoms from the King's Garden : Sermons for Children. By 

the Rev. C. Bosanquet. 2nd Edition, small post 8vo, cloth extra, dr. 
Blue Banner {The); or, The Adventures of a Mussulman, a 
Christian, and a Pagan, in the time of the Crusades and Mongol 
Conquest. Translated from the French of Leon Cahun. With 
Seventy-six Wood Engravings. Imperial i6mo, cloth, gilt edges, 
7j. dd. ; plainer binding, $s. 

Bock (Cart). The Head Hunters of Borneo: Up the Mahak- 
kam, and Down the Barita; also Journeyings in Sumatra. I vol., 
super-royal 8vo, 32 Coloured Plates, cloth extra, 36*. 

Book of the Play. By Dutton Cook. New and Revised 

Edition. I vol., cloth extra, *]s. 6d. 
Boy's Froissart (Tht). js. 6d. See " Froissart" 
Boy's King Arthur (The). With very fine Illustrations. 

Square crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt edges, Js. 6d. Edited by Sidney 

Lanier, Editor of "The Boy's Froissart. " 
Boy's Mabinogion (The): being the Original Welsh Legends of 

King Arthur. Edited for Boys, with an Introduction by Sidney 

Lanier. With numerous very graphic Illustrations. Crown 8vo, 

cloth, gilt edges, *]s. 6d. 

Breton Folk: An Artistic Tour in Brittany. By Henry 
Blackburn, Author of "Artists and Arabs," "Normandy Pictu- 
resque," &c. With 171 Illustrations by Randolph Caldecott, 
Imperial 8vo, cloth extra, gilt edges, 21s. 

British Goblins : Welsh Folk-Lore, Fairy Mythology, Legends, 
and Traditions. By Wirt Sikes, United States Consul for Wales, 
Author of "Rambles and Studies in Old South Wales." Second 
Edition. 8vo, i&r. 

Burnaby (Capt). See "On Horseback." 

Burnham Beeches (Heath, F. G.). With numerous Illustrations 

and a Map. Crown 8vo, cloth, gilt edges, 3.?. 6d Second Edition. 
"A pretty description of the Beeches."— Daily News. 
" A charming little volume."— Globe. 

Burroughs {John). Pepacton : A Summer Voyage, and other 

Essays. Small post 8vo, cloth, p. 6d. 
Butler ( W. F) The Great Lone Land; an Account of t)ie Red 

River Expedition, 1869-70. With Illustrations and Map. Fifth and 

Cheaper Edition, crown 8vo, cloth extra, Js. 6d. 

The Wild North Land; the Story of a Winter Jdurney 

with Dogs across Northern North America. Demy 8vo, cloth, with 
numerous Woodcuts and a Map, 4th Edition, \%s. Cr. 8vo, *]s. 6d. 
Akim-foo : the History of a Failure. Demy 8vo, cloth, 



2nd Edition, idr. Also, in crown 8vo, *js. 6d. 

Red Cloud. Crown 8vo, gilt edges, 7*. 6d. [In the press. 



rADOGAN (Lady A.) Illustrated, Games oj Pattaw*- 
V" Twenty-four Diagrams in CoIouts, mVkTtewri^*^**- -*«$«*** 
fto, cloth extra, gilt edges, 3rd TL&\&oti, \as. fcd- 
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Cambridge Trifles; or, Splutterings from an Undergraduate 
Pen. By the Author of "A Day of my Life at Eton," &c. i6mo, 
cloth extra, 2s. 6d. 

Changed Cross {The), and other Religious Poems. i6mo, 2s. 6d. 

Child of tfie Cavern (The) ; or, Strange Doings Underground. 
By Jules Verne. Translated by W. H. G. Kingston. Numerous 
Illustrations. Sq. cr. 8vo, gilt edges, *]s. 6d. ; cl. v plain edges, $s. 

Child* s Play, with 16 Coloured Drawings by E. V. B. Printed 

on thick paper, with tints, *]s. 6d. 

New. By E. V. B. Similar to the above. See New. 

A New and Cheap Edition of the two above, con- 
taining 48 Illustrations by E. V. B., printed in tint, handsomely 
bound, 3 s. 6d. 

Choice Editions of Choice Books. 2s. 6d. each, Illustrated by 
C. W. Cope, R.A., T. Creswick, R.A., E. Duncan, Birket 
Foster, J. C. Horsley, A.R.A., G. Hicks, R. Redgrave, R.A., 
C. Stonehouse, F. Tayler, G. Thomas, H. J. Townshend, 
E. H. Wehnert, Harrison Weir, &c. 



Bloonifield's Farmer's Boy. 
Campbell's Pleasures of Hope. 
Coleridge's Ancient Mariner. 
Goldsmith's Deserted Village. 
Goldsmith's Vicar of Wakefield. 
Gray's Elegy in a Churchyard. 
Keat's Eve of St. Amies. 



Milton's L' Allegro. 
Poetry of Nature. Harrison Weir. 
Rogers' (Sam.) Pleasures of Memory. 
Snakespeare's Songs and Sonnets. 
Tennyson's May Queen. 
Elizabethan Poets. 
Wordsworth's Pastoral Poems. 



Lgne 
" Such works are a glorious beatification for a poet."— Athenaum. 

Christ in Song. By Dr. Philip Schaff. •A New Edition, 

Revised, cloth, gilt edges, 6s. 

Confessions of a Frivolous Girl {The) ; A Novel of Fashionable 
Life. Edited by Robert Grant. Crown 8vo, dr. 

Cornet of Horse {The) : A Story for Boys. By G. A. HeKty. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt edges, numerous graphic Illustrations, $s, 

Cripps the Carrier. 3rd Edition, 6s. See Blackmore. 

Cruise of H.M.S. " Challenger" {The). By W. J. J. Spry, R.N. 
With Route Map and many Illustrations. 6th Edition, demy 8vo, cloth, 
iSs. Cheap Edition, crown 8vo, some of the Illustrations, Js. 6d. 

Cruise of the Walnut Shell {The). An instructive and amusing 
Story, told in Rhyme, for Children. With 32 Coloured Plates. 
Square fancy boards, $s. 

Curious Adventures of a Field Cricket. By Dr. Ernest 
Cand£ze. Translated by N. D'Anvers! With namerous fine 
Illustrations. Crown 8vo, gilt, Js. 6d.; plain binding and edges, 5*. 

7JA2VA (J?. H.) Two Years before the Mast and' Tiventy-Faur 
^■^ years After. Revised Edition, \v\tia."^ote&,\amo, 6s. 
£>augfoer (A) of Bet A. By W . Biacyl. Cxowci %s^, t*. 
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Day of My Life (A) ; or, Every Day Experiences at Eton. 
By an Eton Boy, Author of "About Some Fellows." x6mo, cloth 
extra, 2s. 6V. 6th Thousand. 

Diane. By Mrs. Macquoid. Crown 8vo, 6s. 

Dick Cheveley : his Fortunes and Misfortunes. By W. H. G. 

Kingston. 350 pp., square i6mo, and 22 full-page Illustrations. 

Cloth, gilt edges, *js. 6d, ; plainer binding, plain edges, $s. 

Dick Sands, the Boy Captain. By Jules Verne. With nearly 

100 Illustrations, cloth, gilt, ias.6d.; plain binding and plain edges, 5*. 

JOIGHT Cousins. See Alcott. 

Elementary History (An) of Art. Comprising Architecture, 
Sculpture, Painting, and the Applied Arts. By N. D'Anvers, 
Author of " Science Ladders." With a Preface by Professor Roger 
Smith. New Edition, illustrated with upwards of 200 Wood 
Engravings. Crown 8vo, strongly bound in cloth, price 8s. 6d. 

Elementary History (An) of Music. Edited by Owen J. 

Dullea. Including Music among the Ancient Nations ; Music in 
the Middle Ages ; Music in Italy in the Sixteenth, Seventeenth, and 
Eighteenth Centuries; Music in Germany, Fiance, and England. 
Illustrated with Portraits of the most eminent Composers, and 
Engravings of the Musical Instruments of many Nations. Crown 8vo, 
handsomely bound in cloth, price $s. 6d. 

Elinor Dry den. By Mrs. Macquoid. Crown 8vo, 6s. 

Embroidery (Handbook of). By L. Higgin. Edited by Lady 
Marian Alford, and published by authority of the Royal School of 
Art Needlework. With 16 page Illustrations, Designs for Borders, 
&c. Crown 8vo, $s. 

Enchiridion of Epictetus ; and the Golden Verses of Pythagoras. 
Translated into English, Prose and Verse; with Notes and Scriptural 
References, together with some original Poems. By the Hon. Thos. 
Talbot. Crown 8vo, cloth, 5*. 

English Philosophers. Edited by Iwan Muller, M.A., New 

College, Oxon. A Series of Volumes containing short biographies 
of the most celebrated English Philosophers, to each of whom is 
assigned a separate volume, giving as comprehensive and detailed a 
statement of his views and contributions to Philosophy as possible, 
explanatory ratherthan critical, opening with a brief biographical sketch, 
and concluding with a short general summary, and a bibliographical 
appendix. Each Volume contains about 200 pp. Sq. i6mo, £r. dd. each. 
Bacon. Professor Fowler, Professor of Logic in Oxford. 
Berkeley. Prof.T. H. Green, Professor of Moral Philosophy,Oxford. 
Hamilton. Professor Monk, Professor of Moral Philosophy, Dublin. 
J. S. Mill. Helen Taylor, Editor of " The Works of Buckle," &c. 
Hansel. Rev. J. H. Huckin, D.D., Head Master of Re^t<w^ 
Adam Smith. J. A. Far***, TsIMu* Kxtfksst <fc "^wsass** 
Manners and Customs*" 
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English Philosophers (continued) : — 

Hobbes. A. H. Gosset, B.A., Fellow of New College, Oxford. 
Bentham. G. £. Buckle, M. A., Fellow of All Souls', Oxford. 
Austin. Harry Johnson, B.A., late Scholar of Queen's College, 

Oxford. 
Hartley. \ E. S. Bo wen, B.A., late Scholar of New College, 
James Mill, j Oxford. 

£SS2£T-}*«*— FoWLER - 

Arrangements are in progress for volumes on Locks, Hums, Palsy, Reid, 6r*c. 

Episodes of French History. Edited, with Notes, Genealogical, 
Historical, and other Tables, by Gustave Masson, B. A. 
i. Charlemaeme and the Carlo vingiane. 

2. Iionis 21. and the Crusades. 

3. Part I. Francis I. and Charles V. 

„ II. Francis I. and the Benaissance. 

4. Henry IV. and the End of the Wars of Religion. 

The above Series is based upon M. Guizot's "History of France." 
Each volume choicely Illustrated, with Maps, 2s. 6d. 

Erema ; or, My Father's Sin. See Blackmore. 

Etcher (The). Containing 36 Examples of the Original 
Etched-work of Celebrated Artists, amongst others: Birket Foster, 
T. E. Hodgson, R.A., Colin Hunter, J. P. Heseltine, Robert 
W. Macbeth, R. S. Chattock, &c. Vol. for 1881, imperial 4to, 
cloth extra, gilt edges, 2/. 12s. 6d. Monthly, 3x. 6d. 

Eton. See " Day of my Life," " Out of School," " About Some 
Fellows." 

J^ARM Ballads. By Will Carleton. Boards, is.; cloth, 

■* gilt edges, is. 6d. 

Farm Festivals. By the same Author. Uniform with above. 

Farm Legends. By the same Author. See above. 

Felkin (R. W.) and Wilson {Rev. C. T.) Uganda and the 
Egyptian Soudan. An Account of Travel in Eastern and Equatorial 
Africa ; including a Residence of Two Years at the Court of King 
Mtesa, and a Description of the Slave Districts of Bahr-el-Ghazel and 
Darfour. With a New Map of 1200 miles in these Provinces ; 
numerous Illustrations, and Anthropological, Meteorological, and 
Geographical Notes. By R. W. Felkin, F.R.G.S., Member of the 
Anthropological Institute, &c, &c. ; and the Rev. C. T. Wilson, 
M.A. Oxon., F.R.G.S., Member of the Society of Arts, Hon. Fellow 
of the Cairo Geographical Society. 2 vols., crown 8vo, cloth, 2&r. 

Fern Paradise (The) : A Plea for the Culture of Ferns. By 

F. G. Heath. New Edition, entirely Rewritten, Illustrated by 

Eighteen full-page, and numerous other Woodcuts, including 8 Plates of 

Ferns and Four Photographs, large post 8vo, cloth, gilt edges, i2x. 6d* 

Sixth Edition. 

"All lovers of ferns will he deUghted* tntita. tat Vtautaatai edition of Mr. 
Heath's "Fern Paradise."— Saturday Review, 
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Fern World (The). By F. G. Heath. Illustrated by Twelve 

Coloured Plates, giving complete Figures (Sixty-four in all) of every 
Species of British Fern, printed from Nature ; by several full-page 
and other Engravings. Cloth, gilt edges, 6th Edition, 12s. 6d. 

Feiv (A) Hints on Proving Wills. Enlarged Edition, 1 s. 

First Steps in Conversational French Grammar. By F. Julien. 
Being an Introduction to "Petites Lecons de Conversation et de 
Grammaire," by the same Author. Fcap. 8vo, 128 pp., is. 

Four Lectures on Electric Induction. Delivered at the Royal 
Institution, 1878-9. By J. E. H. Gordon, B.A. Cantab. With 
numerous Illustrations. Cloth limp, square i6mo, y. 

Foreign Countries and the British Colonies. Edited by F. S. 
Pulling, M.A., Lecturer at Queen's College, Oxford, and formerly 
Professor at the Yorkshire College, Leeds. A Series of small Volumes 
descriptive of the principal Countries of the World by well-known 
Authors, each Country being treated of by a Writer who from 
Personal Knowledge is qualified to speak with authority on the Subject 
The Volumes average 180 crown 8vo pages each, contain 2 Maps 
and Illustrations, crown 8vo, y. 6d. 

The following is a List of the Volumes ;— 
Denmark and Iceland. By E. C. Ott£, Author of "Scandinavian 

History," &c. 
Greece. By L. Sergeant, B.A., Knight of the Hellenic Order 

of the Saviour, Author of " New Greece." 
Switzerland. By W. A. P. Coolidge, M.A., Fellow ot 

Magdalen College, Editor of The Alpine Journal. 
Austria. By D. Kay, F.R.G.S. 
Russia. By W. R. Morfill, M.A., Oriel College, Oxford, 

Lecturer on the Ilchester Foundation, &c. 
Persia. By Major-Gen. Sir F. J. Goldsmid, K.C.S.L, Author of 

" Telegraph and Travel," &c. 
Japan. By S. Mossman, Author of " New Japan," &c 
Peru. By Clements H. Markham, M.A., C.B. 
Canada. By W. Fraser Rae, Author of "Westward by 

Rail," "From Newfoundland to Manitoba," &c. 
Sweden and Norway. By the Rev. F. H. Woods, M. A., Fellow 

of St. John's College, Oxford. 
The West Indies. By C. H. Eden, F.R.G.S., Author of " Frozen 

Asia," &c. 
New Zealand. 

France. By M. Roberts, Author of " The Atelier du Lys, w &c. 
Egypt. By S. Lane Poole, B.A., Author of "Life of E. Lane," &c. 
Spain. By the Rev. Wentworth Webster, M.A. 
Turkey-in-Asia. By J. C. McCoan, M.P. 
Australia. By J. F. Vesey Fitzgerald, late Premier of New 

South Wales. 
Holland. By R. L. PooiJL 
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Franc {Maude Jeane). The following form one Series, small 

post 8vo, in uniform cloth bindings, with gilt edges: — 
Emily's Choice. 5/. Silken Cords and Iron Fetters. 4s. 

Hall's Vineyard. 4s. Vermont Vale. $s. 

John's Wife : A Story of Life, in Minnie's Mission. 41. 

South Australia. 4s. Little Mercy. $s. 

Marian ; or, The Light of Some Beatrice Melton's Discipline. 4s, 

One's Home. $s. 

Francis {F.) War, Waves, and Wanderings, including a Cruise 
in the "Lancashire Witch." 2 vols., crown 8vo, cloth extra, 24s. 

French Revolution {The Great). Letters written from Paris 

during the Progress of the Great French Revolution, by Madame J 

to her Husband and Son. Edited by her Great-grandson, M. Edou ARD 
Lockroy. From the French. Crown 8vo, cloth, ior. 6d. 

Froissart {The Boy's). Selected from the Chronicles of Eng- 
land, France, Spain, &c. By Sidney Lanier. The Volume is 
fully Illustrated, and uniform with ' ' The Boy's King Arthur." Crown 
8vo, cloth, js. 6d. 

From Newfoundland to Manitoba ; a Guide through Canada 's 
Maritime, Mining, and Prairie Provinces. By W. Fraser Rae. 
Crown 8vo, with several Maps, dr. 

r*AMES of Patience. See C adogan. 



Gentle Life (Queen Edition). 2 vols, in 1, small 4to, 10s. 6d. 
THE GENTLE LIFE SERIES. 

Price 6s. each ; or in calf extra, price 10s. 6d. ; Smaller Edition, cloth 

extra, 2s. 6d. 

The Gentle Life. Essays in aid of the Formation of Character 

of Gentlemen and Gentlewomen. 21st Edition. 

About in the World. Essays by Author of " The Gentle Life." 
Like unto Christ. A New Translation of Thomas h, Kempis 

" De Imitatione Christi. " 2nd Edition. 

Familiar Words. An Index Verborum, or Quotation Hand- 
book. Affording an immediate Reference to Phrases and Sentences 
that have become embedded in the English language, dr. 

Essays by Montaigne. Edited and Annotated by the Author 

of "The Gentle Life." With Portrait. 2nd Edition. 

The Countess of Pembroke's Arcadia. Written by Sir Philip 
Sidney. Edited with Notes by Author^of " The Gentle Life." 7*. 64 

ZXe Gentle Zi/e. 2nd Series, 8tYv Edtooiu 
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The Gentle Life Series (continued) : — 

The Silent Hour: Essays, Original and Selected By the 
Author of " The Gentle Life. " 3rd Edition. 

Half Length Portraits. Short Studies of Notable Persons. 

By J. Hain Friswell. 
Essays on English Writers, for the Self-improvement of 

Students in English Literature. 

Other People's Windows. By J. Hain Friswell. 3rd Edition. 
A Man's Thoughts. By J. Hain Friswell. 



German Primer. Being an Introduction to First Steps in 

German. By M. T. Preu. 2s. 6d. 

Getting On in the World ; or y Hints on Success in Life. By 

W. Mathews, LL.D. Small post 8vo, cloth, 2s. 6d. ; gilt edges, 3-r. 6d. 

Gilpin's Forest Scenery. Edited by F. G. Heath. Large 

post 8vo, with numerous Illustrations. Uniform with "The Fern 

World," 125. 6d. 

" Deserves to be a favourite in the boudoir as well as in the library." — Saturday 
Review. 
" One of the most delightful works ever written." — Globe. 

Gordon (J. E. H.). See " Four Lectures on Electric Induo 

tion," " Physical Treatise on Electricity," &c. 

GouffL The Royal Cookery Book. By Jules Gouff^ ; trans- 
lated and adapted for English use by Alphonse Gouffe, Head 
Pastrycook to ner Majesty the Queen. Illustrated with large plates 
printed in colours. 161 Woodcuts, 8vo, cloth extra, gilt edges, 2/. 2s. 

— Domestic Edition, half-bound, 10s. 6d. 

*« By far the ablest and most complete work on cookery that has ever been sub- 
mitted to the gastronomical world." — Pall Mail Gazette. 

Great Artists. See " Biographies." 

Great Historic Galleries of England {The). Edited by Lord 

Ronald Gower, F.S.A., Trustee of the National Portrait Gallery. 
Illustrated by 24 large and carefully-executed permanent Photographs 
of some of the most celebrated Pictures by the Great Masters. Vol. I. , 
imperial 4to, cloth extra, gilt edges,' 3&r. Vol. II., with 36 large 
permanent photographs, £2 12s. 6d. 

Great Musicians (The). A Series of Biographies of the Great 
Musicians. Edited by F. Hueffer. 
I. Wagner.- By the Editor. 5. Bossini, and the Modern Italian 



2. Weber. By Sir Julius 

Benedict. 

3. Mendelssohn. By Joseph 

Bennett. 

4. Schubert. By H.F.Frost. 



School. By H. Sutherland 
Edwards. 

6. Marcello. By Arrigo Boito. 

7. Purcell. By H. W. Cummings* 

8. English Church Composers. 
%* Dr. Hiller and other distinguished writers, both English and 

Foreign, have promised contributions. Each Volume is complete in 
itself. Small post 8vo, cloth extra, y. 
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Guizofs History of France. Translated by Robert Black. 

Super-royal 8vo, very numerous Full-page and other Illustrations. In 
8 vols., cloth extra, gilt, each 24s. This work is re-issued in cheaper 
Monthly Volumes, at iar. 6d. each, commencing Nov. 1, 1881. Sub- 
scription to the set, £4 4*. 

" It supplies a want which has long been felt, and ought to be in the hands of all 
students of history." — Times. 

— » Masson 9 s School Edition. The 

History of France from the Earliest Times to the Outbreak of the 
Revolution; abridged from the Translation by Robert Black, M.A., 
with Chronological Index, Historical and Genealogical Tables, &c. 
By Professor Gustave Masson, B.A., Assistant Master at Harrow 
School. With 24 full-page Portraits, and many other Illustrations. 
1 vol., demy 8vo, 600 pp., cloth extra, ioj. 6d. 

Guizofs History of England. In 3 vols, of about 500 pp. each, 

containing 60 to 70 Full-page and other Illustrations, cloth extra, gilt, 
24J . each. 

" For luxury of typography, plainness of print, and beauty of illustration, these 
volumes, of which but one has as vet appeared in English, will hold their own 
against any production of an age so luxurious as our own in everything, typography 
not excepted." — Times. 

Guyon (Mde.) Life. By Upham. 6th Edition, crown 8vo, 6x 
JLTANDBOOK to the Charities of London. See Low's. 



of Embroidery ; which see. 



Hall{W. W.) How to Live Long; or, 1408 Health Maxims, 
Physical, Mental, and Moral. By W. W. Hall, A.M., M.D. 
Small post 8vo, cloth, zs. 2nd Edition. 

Harper's Monthly Magazine. Published Monthly. 160 pages, 
fully Illustrated, is. With two Serial Novels by celebrated Authors. 
Vol. I. December, 1880, to May, 1881. 
,, II. May, 1 88 1, to November, 1881. 
Each cloth extra, with 400 magnificent illustrations, &r. 6d. 

" ' Harper's Magazine * is so thickly sown with excellent illustrations that to count 
them would be a work of time ; not that it is a picture magazine, for the engravings 



St. James's Gazette. 

" It is so pretty, so big, and so cheap. ... An extraordinary shillingsworth— 
160 large octavo pages, with over a score of articles, and more than three times at 
many illustrations. —Edinburg h Daily Review. 

" An amazing shillingsworth . . . combining choice literature of both nations. w — 
Nonconformist. 

Heart of Africa. Three Years' Travels and Adventures in the 

Unexplored Regions of Central Africa, from 1868 to 1871. By Dr. 
Georg Schweinfurth. Numerous Illustrations, and large Map. 
2 vols., crown 8vo, cloth, \$s. 

Heath {Francis George). See "Autumnal Leaves," "Burnham 

Beeches," "Fern Paradise," "Fern World," "Gilpin's Forest 
Scenery, " "Our Woodland Trees," " Peasant Life," "Sylvan Spring," 
" Trees and Ferns," " Where to Find ¥eros. n 
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Heber*s {Bishop) Illustrated Edition of Hymns. With upwards 
of 100 beautiful Engravings. Small 4to, handsomely bound, *js. 6d. 
Morocco, i&f. 6d. and 21 j. New and Cheaper Edition, cloth, 3s. 6d. 

Heir of Kilfinnan (The). New Story by W. H. G. Kingston, 

Author of " Snow Shoes and Canoes," &c. With Illustrations. Cloth, 
gilt edges, *]s. 6d. ; plainer binding, plain edges, $s, 

- History of a Crime {The) ; Deposition of an Eye-witness. The 
Story of the Coup d'£tat. By Victor Hugo. Crown 8vo, 6s. 

— Ancient Art. Translated from the German of John 

Winckelmann, by John Lodge, M.D. With very numerous 
Plates and Illustrations. 2 vols., 8vo, 3<xr. 

— — England. See Guizot. 

■ France. See Guizot. 

■ of Russia. See Rambaud. 

■ ■ — Mercliant Shipping. See Lindsay. 

■ United States. See Bryant." 



History and Principles of Weaving by Hand and by Power. With 
several hundred Illustrations. By Alfred Barlow. Royal 8vo, 
cloth extra, 1/. $s. Second Edition. 

Holmes (O. W.) The Poetical Works of Oliver Wendell Holmes. 
In 2 vols., i8mo, exquisitely printed, and chastely bound in limp 
cloth, gilt tops, ioj. 6d. 

How I Crossed Africa : from the Atlantic to the Indian Ocean 9 
Through Unknown Countries ; Discovery of the Great Zambesi 
Affluents, &c— VoL I., The King's Rifle. Vol. II., The Coillard 
Family. By Major Serpa Pinto. With 24 full-page and 118 half- 
page and smaller Illustrations, 13 small Maps, and I large one. 
2 vols., demy 8vo, cloth extra, 42s. 

How to Live Long. See Hall. 

How to get Strong and how to Stay so. By William Blaikie. 

A Manual of Rational, Physical, Gymnastic, and other Exercises. 
With Illustrations, small post Svo, $s. 

Hugo ( Victor) "Ninety-Three." Illustrated. Crown 8vo, 6s. 
— Toilers of the Sea. Crown 8vo. Illustrated, 6s. ; fancy 

boards, 2s. ; cloth, 2s. 6d. ; On large paper with all the original 
Illustrations, iar. 6d. 

and his Times. Translated from the French of A. 



Barbou by Ellen E. Frewer. 120 Illustrations, many of them 
from designs by Victor Hugo himself. Super-royal 8vo, cloth extra, 
24/. 

■. See i{ History of a Crime," " Victor Hugo and his 



Times." 
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Hundred Greatest Men {The). 8 portfolios, 215. each, or 4 

vols., half morocco, gilt edges, 12 guineas, containing 15 to 20 

Portraits each. See below. 

"Messrs. Sampson Low & Co. are about to issue an important 'International' 
work, entitled, "THE HUNDRED GREATEST MEN;* being the Lives and 
Portraits of the ioo Greatest Men of History, divided into Eight Classes, each Class 
to form a Monthly Quarto Volume. The Introductions to the volumes are to be 
written by recognized authorities on the different subjects, the English contributors 
being Dean Stanley, Mr. Matthew Arnold, Mr. Froude, and Professor Max 
MtiixKR: in Germany, Professor Hblmholtz; in France, MM. Taine and 
Rbnan ; and in America, Mr. Emerson. The Portraits are to be Reproductions 
from fine and rare Steel Engravings.**— A cademy. 

Hygiene and Public Health (A Treatise on). Edited by A. H. 
Buck, M.D. Illustrated by numerous Wood Engravings. In 2 
royal 8vo vols., cloth, one guinea each. 

Hymnal Companion to Book of Common Prayer. See 

BlCKERSTETII. 

ILLUSTRATED Text-Books of Art-Education. Edited by 
•*• Edward J. Poynter, R.A. Each Volume contains numerous Illus- 
trations, and is strongly bound for the use of Students,' price £r. The 
Volumes now ready are : — 

PAINTING. 



German, Flemish, and Dutch* 
French and Spanish. 
English and Amerioan. 



Olassio and Italian. By Percy 
R. Head. With 50 Illustrations, 

5*- 

ARCHITECTURE. 

Classic and Early Christian. 

Grothio and Renaissance. By T. Roger Smith. With 50 Illustra- 
tions, $s. 

SCULPTURE. 

Antique : Egyptian and Greek. I Renaissance and Modern, 
Italian Sculptors of the 14th and 15th Centuries. 

ORNAMENT. 

Decoration in Colour. | Architectural Ornament 

Illustrations of China and its People. By J. Thompson, 

F.R.G.S. Four Volumes, imperial 4to, each 3/. 3*. 

Illustrated Dictionary (An) of Words used in Art and 
Archaeology. Explaining Terms frequently used in Works on 
Architecture, Arms, Bronzes, Christian Art, Colour, Costume, Deco- 
ration, Devices, Emblems, Heraldry, Lace, Personal Ornaments, 
Pottery, Painting, Sculpture, &c, with their Derivations. By J. W. 
Mollett, B.A., Officier de Tlnstruction Publique (France) ; Author 
of " Life of Rembrandt," &c. Illustrated with 600 Wood Engravings. 
Small 4to, strongly bound in cloth, 12s. 6d. 

Jk aw Indian Garden, By Phil Robinson, Author of "Under 
the Punkah." With a Preface by T£,Dvm* Ktt&ou>tM>A M C.S.I.,&c. 
Crown 8vo, limp cloth, 3*. 6d. 
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Jhvotynt&y Voyage (/in). * Showing how a- Frenchman who 

abhorred the Sea was most unwillingly and by a series of accidents 

friyen >roqnd the Worid. Numerous Illustrations. Square crown 
vo, cloth extra, p. 60). ; plainer binding; plain edges, $s. 

frving*(Washingfon). Complete Library Edition of his Works 

in 27 Vols., Copyright, Unabridged, and with the Author's Latest 
Revisions, called the " Geoffrey Crayon " Edition, handsomely printed 
in large square 8vo, on superfine laid paper, and each volume, of 
about 500 pages, will be fully Illustrated. \2s. 6d. per vol. See also 
" Little Britain." 

^fACKandyilL By Miss Alcott. Small post 8vo, cloth, 

+/ gilt edges, $s. With numerous Illustrations. 

fohn Ifoldsworth, Chief Mate. By W. Clarke Russell, 

Author of "Wreck of the Grosvenor." Crown 8vo, 6s. 

JSINGSTON ( W. H. G.). See " Snow-Shoes," " Child of 

-**■ the Cavern," "Two Supercargoes," "With Axe and Rifle," 
"Begum's Fortune," " Heir of Kilfinnan," " Dick Cheveley." Each 
vol., with very numerous Illustrations, square crown i6mo, gilt edges, 
*js. 6d.\ plainer binding, plain edges, $s. 

T ADY SilverdalSs Sweetheart. 6s. See Black. 

Lectures on Architecture. By E. Viollet-le-Duc. Translated 
by Benjamin Bucknall, Architect. With 33 Steel Plates and 200 
Wood Engravings. Super-royal 8vo, leather back, gilt top, with 
complete Index, 2 vols., 3/. 3x. 

Lenten Meditations. In Two Series, each complete in itself. 
By the Rev. Claude Bosanquet, Author of "Blossoms from the 
King's Garden." i6mo, cloth, First Series, ix. 6d. ; Second Series, 2s. 

Library of Religious Poetry. A Collection of the Best Poems 
of all Ages and Tongues. With Biographical and Literary Notes. 
Edited by Philip Schaff, D.D., LL.D., and Arthur Gilman, 
M. A. Royal 8vo, pp. 1036, cloth extra, gilt edges, 21s. 

Lindsay. (W* S.) History of Merchant Shipping and Ancient 
Commerce. Over 150 Illustrations, Maps, and Charts. In 4 vols., 
demy 8vo, cloth extra. Vols. I and 2, 2 it. ; vols. 3 and 4, 245. each. 

Little Britain ; together with The Spectre Bridegroom, and A 
Legend of Sleepy Hollow. By Washington Irving. An entirely 
New Edition de luxe, specially suitable for Presentation. Illustrated 
by 120 very fine Engravings on Wood, by Mr. J. D. Cooper. 
Designed by Mr. Charles O. Murray. &^s»« wswoLVt^ <&s&&. 
extra, giltedgeSf 10s. 6d 
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Low's Select Novelets. Small post 8vo, cloth extra, 3*. 6d. 

each. 

Friends : a Duet. By E. S. Phelps, Author of M The Gates 
Ajar." 
" ' Friends' if a graceful story ... it loses nothing in the telling. n —A iJ un m um . 

Baby Rue : Her Adventures and Misadventures, her Friends 
and her Enemies. By Charles M. Clay. 

The Story of Helen Troy. 
" A pleasant book."— Truth. 

The Clients of Dr. Bernagius. From the French of LuciEN 

13 1 art, by Mrs. Cashel Hoey. 
The Undiscovered Country. By W. D. Howells. 
A Gentleman of Leisure. By Edgar Fawcett. 

" An amazingly clever book.*'— Baton Transcript, 

Low's Standard Library of Travel and Adventure. Crown 8vo t 

bound uniformly in cloth extra, price Js. 6d. 

1. The Great Lone Land. By Major W. F. Butler, C.B. 

2. The Wild North Land. By Major W. F. Butler, C.B. 

3. How I found Livingstone. By H. M. Stanley. 

4. The Threshold of the Unknown Region. By C. R. Mark* 

ham. (4th Edition, with Additional Chapters, 10s. 6d,) 

5. A Whaling Cruise to Baffin's Bay and the Gulf of Boothia. 

By A. H. Markham. 

6. Campaigning on the Oxus. By J. A. MacGahan. 

7. Akim-foo: the History of a Failure. By Major W. F. 

Butler, C.B. 

8. Ocean to Ocean. By the Rev. George M. Grant. With 

Illustrations. 

9. Cruise of the Challenger. By W. J. J. Spry, R.N. 

10. Schweinfurth's Heart of Africa. 2 vols., i$s. 

11. Through the Dark Continent. By H. M. Stanley, i vol., 

12s. 6d. 

Low's Standard Novels. Crown 8vo, 6s. each, cloth extra. 

My Lady Greensieeves. By Helen Mathers, Authoress of 
«' Comin' through the Rye," " Cherry Ripe," &c 

Three Feathers. By William Black. 

A Daughter of Heth. 13th Edition. By W. BLACK. With 
Frontispiece by F. Walker, A.R.A. 

Kilmeny. A Novel. By W. Black. 

In Silk Attire. By W. Black. 

Lady Silverdale's Sweetheart. By W. Black. 

Sunrise. By W. Black. 

The Trumpet Major. By Thomas Hardy. 

Am English. Squire. By Miss Coitox&q*. 
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Low's Standard Novels (continued): — 

Varylfarston. By George Macdonald. 

Guild Court. By George Macdonald. 

The Vicar's Daughter. By George Macdonald. 

Adela Cathcart. By George Macdonald. 

Out of Court. By Mrs. Cashel Hoey. 

History of a Crime : The Story of the Coup d'fitat. Victor Hugc. 

Alice Lorraine. By R. D. Blackmore. 

Lorna Doone. By R. D. Blackmore. 18th Edition. 

Cradock Nowell. By R. D. Blackmore. 

Clara Vaughan. By R. D. Blackmore. 

Cripps the Carrier. By R. D. Blackmore. 

Erema ; or. My Father's Sin. By R. D. Blackmore. 

Mary Anerley. By R. D. Blackmore. 

Christowell, a Dartmoor Tale. By R. D. Blackmore. 

Innocent. By Mrs. Oliphant. Eight Illustrations. 

Work. A Story of Experience. By Louisa M. Alcott. 

The Afghan Knife. By R. A. Sterndale, Author of "Seonee." 

A French Heiress in her own Chateau. By the Author of 
" One Only," " Constantia," &c. Six Illustrations. 

Ninety-Three. By Victor Hugo. Numerous Illustrations. 

My Wife and I. By Mrs. Beecher Stowe. 

Wreck of the Orosvenor. By W. Clark Russell. 

John Holdsworth (Chief Mate). By W. Clark Russell. 

A Sailor's Sweetheart. • By W. Clark Russell. 

Far from the Madding Crowd. By Thomas Hardy. 

Elinor Dryden. By Mrs. Macquoid. 

Diane. By Mrs. Macquoid. • 

Poganuo People, Their Loves and Lives. By Mrs. B. Stowe. 

A Golden Sorrow. By Mrs. Cashel Hoey. 

Out of Court. By Mrs. Cashel Hoey. 

A Story of the Dragronnades. By the Rev. E. Gilliat, M.A. 

Low's Handbook to the* Charities of London. Edited jmd 
revised to date by C. Mackeson, F.S.S., Editor of " A Guide to the 
Churches of London and its Suburbs," &c. Paper, is. ; cloth, is. 6d. 

JiyfACGREGOR (John) "Rob Roy" on the Baltic. 3rd 
■* ^ Edition, small post 8vo, 2s. 6d. ; cloth, gilt edges, 3*. 6d. 

A Thousand Miles in the u Rob Roy " Canoe. v\$&> 

Edition, small post 8vo, 2s. 6d. \ c\o\3ft, ^\. t&^jis* V* ***» 
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Macgregor (John) I)escr^H^ ^}^ U R4^ R^ nX Canoe, ^A 

Plans, &c, is. t . : •;.:// „ ■ ' ■• 

The Voyage Alone in , the Yawl " Rob Roy* . New 

Edition, thoroughly, re;rised» r wHh' additions, .-small .post 8v<v 5*.; 
boards, 2s. od. 

Macquoid{Mrs.) Elinor Dryden. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. 

Diane. Crown 8vo, 6& 

Magazine. See Harper, Union Jack, The Etcher, Men 
of Mark. 

* i 

Magyarland. A Narrative of Travels through the Snowy Cat' 
pathians, and Great Alfold of the Magyar. By a Fellow of the Car- 
pathian Society (Diploma of 1881), and Author of" The Indian Alps." 
2 vols., 8vo, cloth extra, with about 120 Woodcuts from the Author's 
own sketches and drawings, 42s. 

Manitoba : its History, Growth, and Present Position. By the 
Rev. Professor Bryce, Principal of Manitoba College, Winnipeg. 
Crown 8vo, with Illustrations and Maps, *]s. 6d. 

Markham (C. R.) •' The Threshold of the Unknown Region. 
Crown 8vo, with Four Maps, 4th Edition. Cloth extra, ior. 6d. 

Maury (Commanded) Physical Geography of the Sea, and its 
Meteorology. Being a Reconstruction and Enlargement of his former 
Work, witn Charts and Diagrams! New Edition, crown 8vo, 6s. 

Memoirs of Count Miot de Melito, Minister, Ambassador, 
Councillor of State, and Member *of the Institute of France, between 
the years 1788 and 181 5. Edited by General Fleischmann. From 
the French by Mrs. Cashel Hoey and Mr. John Lillie. 2 vols., 
demy 8vo, cloth extra, 3&r. 

Memoirs of Madame de Remusat, 1802— 1808. By her Grand- 
son, M. Paul de R£musat, Senator. Translated by Mrs. Cashel 
Hoey and Mr. John Lillie. 4th Edition, cloth extra. This 
work was written by Madame.de Remusat during the time she 
was living on the most intimate terms with the Empress Josephine, 
and is full of revelations respecting the private life of Bonaparte, and 
of men and politics of the first years of the century. Revelations 
which have already created a great^ sensation in Paris. 8vo, 2 vols. , 32X. 

See also " Selection." 

Menus (366, one for each day of the year): Translated from the 
French of Count Brisse, by Mrs. Matthew Clarke. Crown 
, 8vo, ioj. 6d. 

Men of Mark : a Gallery of Contemporary Portraits of the most 
Eminent Men of the Day taken from Life, especially for this publica- 
tion, price is. 6d. monthly. Vols. I. to Vl M handsomely bound, 
cloth, gilt edges, 25s. each. 
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Mendelssohn Family {The), 1729 — 1847. From Letters and 

Journals. Translated from the German of Sebastian Hensel. 
2 vols., demy 8vo, 30*. 

Michael Strogoff. 10s. 6d. and 5^ See Verne. 

Mitford (Miss). See " Our Village." 

Music. See "Great Musicians." 

My Lady Greensleeves. By Helen Mathers, 'Authoress of 

"Comm* through fye Rye," "Cherry Ripe," &c. ' I voL edition, 
crown 8vo, cloth, dr. . 

Mysterious Island. By Jules Verne. 3 vols., imperial i6mo. 

150 Illustrations, cloth gilt, y. 6d. each ; elaborately bound, gilt 
edges, 7s. 6d. each. Cheap Edition, with some of the Illustrations, 
doth, gilt, 2s. ; paper, is. each. 

JSJARRATIVES of State Trials in the Nineteenth Century. 

*• * First Period : From the Union with Ireland to the Death of 
George IV., 1801— 1830. By G. Lathom Browne, of the Middle Temple, 
Barrister-at-Law. 2 vols., crown 8vo, cloth, 241. 

Nature and Functions of Art (The) ; and more especially of 
Architecture. By Leopold Eidlitz. Medium 8vo, cloth, 21s. 

Naval Brigade in South Africa (The). By Henry F. Nor- 
bury, C.B., R.N. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 10s. 6d. 

New Chiles Play (A). Sixteen Drawings by E. V. B. Beauti- 
fully printed in colours, 4to, cloth extra, 12s. 6d. 

New Guinea : What I did and what I saw. By L. M. 
D'Albertis, Officer of the Order of the Crown of Italy, Honorary 
Member and Gold Medallist bf the I.R.G.S., C.M.Z.S.. &c, &ci 
In 2 vols., demy 8vo, cloth extra, with Maps, Coloured Plates, and 
numerous very fine Woodcut Illustrations, 42J. 

New Ireland. By A. M. Sullivan, M.P. for Louth. 2 vols., 

demy 8vp, 30J. Cheaper Edition, 1 vol., crown 8vo, 8s. 6d. 

New Novels Crown 8vo, cloth, 10s. 6d. per vol. : — 

Ohrietowell : a Dartmoor Tale, By R. D. Blackmore. 3 vols. 

The Braes of Yarrow. By Chas. Gibbon. 3 vols. 

A Laodicean. By Thomas. Hardy, Author of " Far from the 

Madding Crowd," "Trumpet Major," &c, &c. 3 vols. 
"Waiting. By Miss A. M. Hopkinson. 3 vols. 
Bon John. By Miss Jean Ingelow. 3 vols. 
Warlock of Warlock. By George MacDonald. 3 vols. 
Biverside Papers. By J. D. Hoppus. 2 vols., small post 8vo, 12s. 
Cecily's Debt. By Mrs. A. B. Church. 3 vols. 

Nice and Her Neighbours. By the Rev. Canon Hole, Author 
of "A Book about Rose*," " A Little Tour in Ireland," &c Small 
4to, with numerous choice Illustrations, i2s % 6oC« 
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Noah's Ark. A Contribution to the Study of Unnatural History. 
By Phil Robinson, Author of "In my Indian Garden," "Under 
the Punkah," &c, &c. 2 vols. Small post 8vo, lis. 6d. 

Noble Words and Noble Deeds. From the French of E. Muller. 
Containing many Full-page Illustrations by Philippoteaux. Square 
imperial i6mo, cloth extra, Js. 6d. ; plainer binding, plain edges, 5/. 

Nordenskio'ld's Voyage around Asia and Europe. A Popular 
Account of the North-East Passage of the "Vega." By Lieut. A. 
Hovgaard, of the Royal Danish Navy, and member of the " Vega " 
Expedition. Demy 8vo, cloth, with about 50 Illustrations and 
3 Maps, 2 is. 

North American Review (The). Monthly, price 2s. 6d. 

Nothing to Wear; and Two Millions. By W. A. Butler. 

New Edition. Small post 8vo, in stiff coloured wrapper, is. 

Nursery Playmates (Prince of). 217 Coloured Pictures for 
Children by eminent Artists. Folio, in coloured boards, 6s. 

(\FF to the Wilds : A Story for Boys. By G. Manville 
^ Fenn. Most richly and profusely Illustrated. Crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, 7 J. 6d. 

Old-Fashioned Girl. See Alcott. 

On Horseback through Asia Minor. By Capt. Fred Burnaby, 

Royal Horse Guards, Author of "A Ride to Khiva." 2 vols., 
8vo, with three Maps and Portrait of Author, 6th Edition, 38;. ; 
Cheaper Edition, crown 8vo, iox. 6d. 

Our Little Ones in Heaven. Edited by the Rev. H. Robbins. 
With Frontispiece after Sir Joshua Reynolds. Fcap., cloth extra, 
New Edition—the 3rd, with Illustrations, 5-r. 

Our Village. By Mary Russell Mitford. Illustrated with 

Frontispiece Steel Engraving, and 12 full-page and 157 smaller Cuts. 
Crown 4to, cloth, gilt edges, 21s.; cheaper binding, 10s. 6d. 

Our Woodland Trees. By F. G. Heath. Large post 8vo, 

cloth, gilt edges, uniform with "Fern World " and " Fern Paradise," 
by the same Author. 8 Coloured Plates (showing leaves of every 
British Tree) and 20 Woodcuts, cloth, gilt edges, 12s. 6d. Third 
Edition. About 600 pages. 

Outlines of Ornament in all Styles. A Work of Reference for 
the Architect, Art Manufacturer, Decorative Artist, and Practical 
Painter. By W. and G. A. Audsley, Fellows of the Royal Institute 
of British Architects. Only a limited number have been printed and 
the stones destroyed. Small folio, 60 plates, with introductory text, 
cloth gilt, 31/. 6d. 



List of Publications. 21 



DAINTERS of All Schools. By Louis Viardot, and other 

^ Writers. 500 pp., super-royal 8vo, 20 Full-page and 70 smaller 
Engravings, cloth extra, 2$s. A New Edition is issued in Half- 
crown parts, with fifty additional portraits, cloth, gilt edges, 31 J. 6d. 

Painting {A Short History of the British School of). By 
Geo. H. Shepherd. Post 8vo, cloth, $s. fxL 

Palliser {Mrs.) A History of Lace, from the Earliest Period. 
A New and Revised Edition, with additional cuts and text, upwards 
of 100 Illustrations and coloured Designs. I vol., 8vo, U. is. 



■ Historic Devices, Padjes, and War Cries. 8vo, 1/. is. 

■ The China Collector's Pocket Companion. With up- 
wards of 1000 Illustrations of Marks and Monograms. 2nd Edition, 
with Additions. Small post 8vo, limp cloth, $s. 

Parliamentary History of the Irish Land Question (The). From 
1829 to 1869, and the Origin and. Results of the Ulster Custom. By 
R. Barry O'Brien, Barrister-at-Law, Author of " The Irish Land 
Question and English Public Opinion." 3rd Edition, corrected and 
revised, with additional matter. Post 8vo, cloth extra, dr. 

Pathways of Palestine : a Descriptive Tour through the Holy 
Land. By the Rev. Canon Tristram. Illustrated with 44 per- 
manent Photographs. (The Photographs are large, and most perfect 
Specimens of the Art.) Published in 22 Monthly Parts, 4to, in 
Wrapper, 2s. 6d. each. Vol. I., containing 12 parts, 24 Illustrations, 
cloth, gilt edges, 31J. 6d. 

Peasant Life in the West of England. By Francis George 

Heath, Author of " Sylvan Spring," " The Fern World." Crown 
8vo, 400 pp. (with Autograph Letter of seven pages from Lord 
Beaconsfield to the Author, written December 28, 1880), iar. 6d. 

Petites Leqons de Conversation et de Grammaire: Oral and 
Conversational Method ; being Lessons introducing the most Useful 
Topics of Conversation, upon an entirely new principle, &c. By 
F. Julien, French Master at King Edward the Sixth's School, 
Birmingham. Author of "The Student's French Examiner," " First 
Steps in Conversational French Grammar," which see. 

Photography {History and Handbook of). See Tissandier. 

Physical Treatise on Electricity and Magnetism. By J. E. H. 
Gordon, B.A. With about 200 coloured, full-page, and other 
Illustrations. In respect to the number and beauty of the Illustrations, 
the work is quite unique. 2 vols., 8vo, 36*. 

Poems of the Inner Life. A New Edition, Revised, with many 
additional Poems. Small post 8vo, clofo, V* 
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Poganuc People: their Loves and Lives. By Mrs. Beecher 
Stows. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. 

• ■ # 

Polar Expeditions. See Koldewey, Markham, MacGahan, 
Nares, and Nordenskiold. 

Poynter (Edward/., R.A.). See " Illustrated Text-books." 

Publishers? Circular {The), and General Record of British and 
Foreign Literature. Published on the 1st and 15th oi every Month, yi. 

Pyrenees (The). By Henry Blackburn. With 100 Illustra- 
tions by Gustave Dor£, a New Map of Routes, and Information for 
Travellers, corrected to 1 881. With a description of Lourdes in 1880. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, js. 6d. 



DAME A UD (Alfred). History of Russia, from its Origin 

* V to the Year 1877. With Six Maps. Translated by Mrs. L. B. 
Lane. 2 vols., demy 8vo, cloth extra, 38*. 

Recollections of Writers. By Charles and Mary Cowden 

Clarke. Authors of " The Concordance to Shakespeare," &c. ; 
with Letters of Charles Lamb, Leigh Hunt, Douglas Jerrold, 
and Charles Dickens ; and a Preface by Mary Cowden Clarke. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, iar. 6a. 

RSmusat (Madame de). See " Memoirs of," " Selection. n 

Richter (Jean Paul). The Literary Works of Leonardo da 

Vinci. Containing his Writings on Painting, Sculpture, and Archi- 
tecture, his Philosophical Maxims, Humorous- Writings, and Miscel- 
laneous Notes on Personal Events, on his Contemporaries, on Litera- 
ture, &c. ; for the first time published from Autograph Manuscripts. 
By J. P. Richter, Ph. Dr., Hon. Member of the Royal and Imperial 
Academy of Rome, &c. 2 vols., imperial 8vo, containing about 200 
Drawings in Autotype Reproductions, and numerous other Illustrations. 
Price Eight Guineas to Subscribers. After publication the price will 
be Ten Guineas. 

Robinson (Phil). See " In my Indian Garden," " Under the 

Punkah," "Noah's Ark." 

Rochefoucauld s Reflections. Bayard Series, 2s. 6d. 

Rogers (S.) Pleasures of Memory. See "Choice Editions of 

Choice Books." 2s. 6d. 



i« 



fast in Bloom. See Alcoti. 
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Rose Library (The). Popular Literature of all Countries. Each 

volume, is. ; cloth, 2s. &/. Many of the Volumes are Illustrated— 

1. Sea-Gull Bock. By Jules Sandeau. Illustrated. 

2. Little Women. By Louisa M. Alcott. 

3. Little Women Wedded. Forming a Sequel to "Little Women. " 

4. The House on Wheels. By Madame de Stolz. Illustrated. 

5. Little Men. By Louisa M. Alcott. Dble. vol., 2s. ; cloth, y. 6d. 

6. The Old-Fashioned Girl. By Louisa M. Alcott. Double 
vol., 2s. ; cloth, 3*. 6V/. 

The Mistress of the Manse. By J. G. Holland. 

Timothy Titoomb's Letters to Young: People, {Single and 

Married. 
9. Undine, and the Two Captains. By Baron De La Motte 

Fouque. A New Translation by F. E. Bunnett. Illustrated. 

10. Draxy Miller's Dowry, and the Elder's Wife. Saxe Holm. 

1 1. The Four Gold Pieces. By Madame Gouraud. Illustrated. 

12. Work. A Story of Experience. First Portion. By L. M. Alcott. 

13. Beginning- Again. Sequel to above. By L. M. Alcott. 

14. Picciola; or, the Prison Flower. X. B. Saintine. Illustrated 

15. Bobert's Holidays. Illustrated. 

16. The Two Children of St. Domingo. Numerous Illustrations. 

17. Aunt Jo's Scrap Bagr. 

18. Stowe (Mrs. H, B.) The Pearl of Orr's Island. 

19. — The Minister's Wooing:. 

20. Betty's Bright Idea. 

21. ■ The Ghost in the Mill. 

22. Captain Kidd's Money. 

23. We and our Neighbours. Double vol., 2s. 

24. My Wife and I. Double vol., 2s. ; cloth, gilt, 3X. 6d. 

25. Hans Brinker ; or, the Silver Skates. 

26. Lowell's My Study Window. 

27. Holmes (O. W.) The Guardian Angrel. 

28. Warner (C. D.) My Summer in a Garden. 

29. Hitherto. By the Author of " The Gayworthys." 2 vols. , is. each. 

30. Helen's Babies. By their Latest Victim. 

3 1 . The Barton Experiment. By the Author of ' * Helen's Babies. " 

32. Dred. Mrs. Beecher Stqwe. Dble. vol., 2s.; cloth gilt, £r. 6d. 

33. Warner (0. D.) In the Wilderness. 

34. Six to One. A Seaside Story. 

35. Nothing- to Wear, and Two Millions. 

36. Farm Ballads. By Will Carleton. 

37. Farm Festivals. By Will Carleton. 

38. Farm Leg-ends. By Will Carleton. 
39 and 40. The Clients of Dr. Bernagius. Biart. Parts I. & II. 

41. Baby Bue; her Adventures and Misadventures. C. M. Clay. 

42. The Undiscovered Country. By W. D. Howells. 

43. Friends : a Duet. By Elizabeth Stuart Phelps. 

44. A Gentleman of Leisure. A Novel. By Edgar. F awoltt* 

45. The Story of Helen Troy. 



2A Sampson Low, Marston, & Co.'s 

Round the Yule Log: Norwegian Folk and Fairy Tales. 
Translated from the Norwegian of P. Chr. Asbjornsbn. With ioo 
Illustrations. Imperial i6mo, cloth extra, gilt edges, *js. 6d. 

Russell (W. Clarke). See "A Sailor's Sweetheart," 3 vols., 
3 1 j. 6d. ; "Wreck of the Grosvenor," 6s. ; "John Holdsworth (Chief 
Mate)," 6s. 

Russell (W. H. % LL.D.) Hesperothen; Notes from the Western 
World. A Record of a Ramble through part of the United States, 
Canada, and the Far West, in the Spring and Summer of 1 881. By 
W. H. Russell, LL.D. 2 vols., crown 8vo, cloth, 24J. 

— — The Tour of the Prince of Wales in India. By 
W. II. Russell, LL.D. Fully Illustrated by Sydney P. Hall, 
M.A. Super- royal 8vo, cloth extra, gilt edges, $2s. 6d.\ Large 
Paper Edition, 841. 



C A/NTS ami their Symbols : A Companion in the Churches 
*■* and Picture Galleries of Europe. With Illustrations. Royal i6mo, 
cloth extra, 3*. 6d. 

Science Ladders. Fcap. 8vo, stiff covers, 6d. each. 

Series I. 
No. I. Forms of Land and Water. With 15 Illustrations. 
„ II. The Story of Early Exploration. 

Series II. 

„ I. Vegetable Life. With 35 Illustrations. 
„ II. Flowerless Plants. 

Series IIL 

„ I. Lowest Forms of Water Animals. With 22 Illustrations. 
„ II. Lowly Mantle and Armour-Wearers. 

Schuyler (Eugene). The Life of Peter the Great. By Eugene 
Schuyler, Author of "Turkestan." 2 vols., demy 8vo, cloth extra. 

Selection from the Letters of Madame de Remusat to her Husband 
and Son, from 1804 to 18 13. From the French, by Mrs. Cashel 
Hoey and Mr. John Lillib. In 1 vol, demy 8vo (uniform with 
the "Memoirs of Madame de Rimusat," 2 vols.), cloth extra, 16s. 

Seonee : Sporting in the Satpura Range of Central India, and in 
the Valley of the Nerbudda. By R. A. Sterndale, F.R.G.S. 8vo, 
with numerous Illustrations, 21s. 

Stvtn Years in South Africa : Travels. Researches, and Hunting 
Adventures between the Dlamon&-F\e\ds and the Zambesi (1872 — 
1879). By Dr. EMU, HoLUB. "Wtoh on« iqo Of^Tfi\ ^afoa&tans 
and 4 Maps. In 2 vols., dem? &vo, c\o!ti\ exXxa., ^s. 
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Serpent Charmer (The) : a Tale of the Indian Mutiny. From 
the French of Louis Roussklbt. Numerous Illustrations. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, gilt edges, Js. 6d. ; plainer binding, 5*. 

Shadbolt (S.) The Afghan Campaigns of 1878— 1880. By 
Sydney Shadbolt, Joint Author of "The South African Campaign 
of 1879." Dedicated by permission to Major-General Sir Frederick 
Roberts, G.C.B., V.C., &c. 2 vols., royal quarto, cloth extra; to sub- 
scribers before publication, 2/. ior. ; to non-subscribers, 3/. 

Shooting: its Appliances, Practice, and Purpose. By James 
Dalziel Dougall, F.S.A., F.Z.A., Author of "Scottish Field 
Sports," &c. New Edition, revised with additions. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, Js. 6d. 

"The book is admirable \n every way. .... We wish it every success." — Globe. 
"A very complete treatise. .... Likely to take high rank as an authority on 
shooting."— Daily News. 

Sikes ( Wirt). Rambles and Studies in Old South Wales. With 
numerous Illustrations. Demy 8vo, cloth extra, I&r. By Wirt 
Sikes, Author of " British Goblins/' which see. 

Silent Hour ( Tlie). See " Gentle Life Series." 

Silver Sockets (The); and other Shadows of Redemption. 

Eighteen Sermons preached in Christ Church, Hampstead, by the 
Rev. C. H. Waller. Small post 8vo, cloth, 6s. 

Smith (G.) Assyrian Explorations and Discoveries. By the late 
George Smith. Illustrated by Photographs and Woodcuts. Demy 
8vo, 6th Edition, i8j. 

The Chaldean Account of Genesis. By the late 

G. Smith, of the Department of Oriental Antiquities, British Museum* 
With many Illustrations. Demy 8vo, cloth extra, 6th Edition, i6x. 
An entirely New Edition, completely revised and re-written by the 
Rev. Professor Sayce, Queen's College, Oxford, Demy 8vo, i&. 

Snow-Shoes and Canoes; or, the Adventures of a Fur-Hunter 
in the Hudson's Bay Territory. By W. H. G. Kingston. 2nd 
Edition. With numerous Illustrations. Square crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, gilt edges, Js. 6d. ; plainer binding, 5*. 

■ 

South African Campaign, 1879 (The). Compiled by J. P. 
Mackinnon (formerly 72nd Highlanders), and S. H. Shadbolt; 
and dedicated, by permission, to Field-Marshal H.R.H. The Duke 
of Cambridge. 4to, handsomely bound in cloth extra, 2/. ioj. 

Stanley (H. M.) How I Found Livingstone* Crown &*<^*k*J^ 
extra, p. 6d. ; large Paper Edition, \os, fed. 
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Stanley (H. Jlf.) "MyKalubt," Prince, King, and Slave. A Story 

from Central Africa. Crown 8 vo, about 430 pp. , with numerous graphic 
Illustrations, after Original Designs by the Author. Cloth. 7*. 6a. 

— — Coomassie and Magdala. A Story of Two British 
Campaigns in Africa. Demy 8vo, with Maps and Illustrations. io>. 

— — " Through the Dark Continent, which see. 



Story without an End. From the German of Carov£, by the late 
Mrs. Sarah T. Austin. Crown 4to, with 15 Exquisite Drawings 
by E. V. B., printed in Colours in Fac-smule of the original Water 
Colours ; and numerous other Illustrations. New Edition. Js. 6d. 



square 4to, with Illustrations by Harvey. 2;. 6d. 



Stowe {Mrs. Beecher) Dred Cheap Edition, boards, 2s. Cloth, 
gilt edges. $r. 6d. 

Footsteps of the Master. With Illustrations and red 



borders. Small post 8vo, cloth extra, 6>. 

— Geography, with 60 Illustrations. Square cloth. 4s. 6d 
Little Foxes. Cheap Edition, is.; Library Edition. 



41. 6d\ 

— Betty's Bright Idea. is. 



My Wife and I; or, Harry Hendersons History. 

Small post 8vo, cloth extra, 6>.* 

— Minister's Wooing* 5s.; Copyright Series, u. 6d.\ cl, 2*. # 

— Old Town Folk 6s. ; Cheap Edition, 2s. 6d. 

Old Town fireside Stories. Cloth extra, $s. 6d. 

Our Folks at Poganuc. 6s. 



— — We and our Neighbours. 1 vol., small post 8vo, 6*. 
Sequel to " My Wife and I."* 

Pink and White tyrann). Small post 8vo, 3X. 6d. 

Cheap Edition, is. 6d. and ax. 

• $##*&♦ Ban Lftaut* 
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Stowt (Mrs. Beecher) Queer Little People, is. ; cloth; jm. 

Chimney Corner, is. ; cloth, is. 6d. 

The Pearl of Orr*s Island. Crown 8vo, $s.* 

Woman in Sacred History. Illustrated with 15 



Chromolithographs and about 200 pages of Letterpress. Demy 
4to, cloth extra, gilt edges, 25*. 

Students French Examiner. By F. JuLtEN, Author ot " Petites 
Lecons de Conversation et de Grammaire." Square cr. 8vo, cloth, 2s. 

Studies in the Theory of Descent By Dr. Aug. Weismann, 

Professor in the University of Freiburg. Translated and edited by 
Raphael Meldola, F.C.S., Secretary of the Entomological Society 
of London. Part I. — " On the Seasonal Dimorphism of Butterflies," 
containing Original Communications by Mr. W. H. Edwards, of 
Coalburgh. With two Coloured Plates. Price of Part. L (to Sub- 
scribers for the whole work only), %s ; Part II. (6 coloured plates), ids. ; 
Part III., dr. 

Sunrise.' A Story of Thest 1 Times* 'By William Black, 
Author of «? A Daughter of HetV^&c. , Crown 8vq, clotfc, . 6s. 

Surgeon 9 s Handbook on the Treatment of Wounded in War. By 
Dr. Friedrich Esmarch, Surgeon-General to the Prussian Army. 
Numerous Coloured Plates and illustrations, 8vo, strongly' bound, 
1/. &f. 

Sylvan Spring. By Francis ISkorge' IIeatH. IHusitrat^d by 

12 Coloured Plates, drawn by F, E. Hulme, F.L f S. t Artist and 
Author of " Familiar Wild Flow&fis;" by 16 full-page, and more than 
100 other Wood Engravings. . J^jge post 8yo, cloth, gUt edges, iaj. 6d. 

"•••■• !•-■ .' : ... ."■■■ J. ;-.v iloi' ■ • ; 

*TAINE (H. A.) u Les Origines de la France Contemporaine. n 
•*• Translated by John Durand. 

Vol. 1. The Ancient Begrime. Demy 8vo, cloth, 161. 

Vol. 2. The French Bevolution. Vol. 1 . do. 

VoL 3. Do. do. Vol. 2. do. 

Tauchnitfs English Editions of German Authors. Each 
volume, cloth flexible, 2s. ; or sewed, is. 6d. (Catalogues post free 
on application. ) 

• (2?.) German and English Dictionary. Cloth, is. 6d.; 

roan, 2s, 

* See also "Rose lft>tax? % 
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Tauchnitfs French and English Dictionary. Paper, is. 6d. ; 

cloth, 2j. ; roan, 2s. 6d. 

Italian and English Dictionary. Paper, if. 6d.; cloth, 



is. ; roan, 2s. 6d. 



— — Spanish and English. Paper, is. 6d. ; cloth, 2s. \ roan, 
zs. 6d. 

Through America ; or % Nine Months in the United States. By 
W. G. Marshall, M.A. With nearly ioo Woodcuts of Views of 
Utah country and the famous Yosemite Valley ; The Giant Trees, 
New York, Niagara, San Francisco, &c. ; containing a full account 
of Mormon Life, as noted by the Author during his visits to Salt Lake 
City in 1878 and 1879. Demy 8vo, 21s. ; cheap edition, crown 8vo, 
7*. 6d. 

Through the Dark Continent: The Sources of the Nile; Around 
the Great Lakes, and down the Congo. By H. M. Stanley. 
Cheap Edition, crown 8vo, with some of the Illustrations and Maps, 



Through Siberia. By the Rev. Henry Lansdell. Illustrated 

with about 30 Engravings, 2 Route Maps, and Photograph of the 
Author, in Fish-skin Costume of the Gilyaks on the Lower Amur. 
2 vols., demy 8vo, 30J. 

Tour of the Prince of Wales in India. See Russell. 

Trees and Ferns. By F. G. Heath. Crown 8vo, cloth, gilt 
edges, with numerous Illustrations, y. 6d. 
"A charming little volume."— Land ami Water. 

Tristram {Rev. Canon) Pathways of Palestine : A Descriptive 
Tour through the Holy Land. First Series. Illustrated by 22 Per- 
manent Photographs. Folio, cloth extra, gilt edges, 31X. 6d. 

Two Friends. By Lucien Biart, Author of " Adventures of 
a Young Naturalist," " My Rambles in the New World," &c. Small 
post 8vo, numerous Illustrations, gilt edges, *js. 6d. ; plainer binding, $s. 

Two Supercargoes (The); or, Adventures in Savage Africa. 
By W. H. G. Kingston. Numerous Full-page Illustrations. Square 
imperial i6mo, cloth extra, gilt edges, Js. 6d. ; plainer binding, 5*. 



Z/JVDER the Punkah. By Phil^o^v^o^, Author of "In 
^ my Indian Garden." Ciovro fcvo, ^xafc <3toflo^ ^. fcd. 
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Union Jack {The). Every Boy's Paper. Edited by G. A. 
Henty. One Penny Weekly, Monthly 6d. Vol. III. commences 
with the Part for November, 1881, and contains the first Chapters 
of Three Serial Stories by G. Manville Fenn, Louis Roussblkt, 

' and W. H. G. Kingston, from the French of "LandeUe." Illustrated 
by the Best Artists. With the first Part is presented a Photograph of 
Jules Verne, and a Coloured Plate, "Rounding the Lightship/' a 
Yachting Incident ; and this Volume will also contain New Stories by 
Col. Butler, Author of " The Great Lone Land," Jules Verne, an 
Historical Story by the Editor, &c, &c. Volume II. for 1881, beauti- 
fully bound in red cloth (royal 4to), Js. 6d. t gilt edges, &r. Beautifully 
Illustrated with over 400 Illustrations, including 52 full-page Engra- 
vings, 8 Steel ditto, 7 Coloured Plates, and Photograph of the Editor. 

The Contents comprise : 
The Cornet of Horse : a Tale of Marlborough's Wars. By the 

Editor. 
The Young: Franc-Tireurs : a Tale of the Franco-German War. 

By the Editor. 
The Ensign and Middy : a Tale of the Malay Peninsula. By G. 

Manville Fenn. 
The Steam House : The Demon of C awn pore. A Tale of India. 

By Jules Verne. 
Bawdon School : a Tale of Schoolboy Life. By Bernard 

Heldmann. 
Borrinconrt : a Story of a Term there. By Bernard Heldmann. 
Peyton Phelps ; or, Adventures among the Italian Carbonari. By 

G. Stebbing. 
Gerald Battlin : a Tale of Sea Life. By Geo. Elford. 
A Figrht in Freedom's Cause. 
An Eventful Bide. 
The Ghost of Leytonstone Manor. 
An Editor's Yarns. 
True Tales of Brave Actions. 

And numerous other Articles of Interest and Instruction. 
A few copies of Volume I., for j88o, still remain, price 6j. 

Upolu; or, A Paradise of the Gods; being a Description of 

tl^e Antiquities of the chief Island of the Samoan Group, with Remarks 
on the Topography, Ethnology, and History of the Polynesian Islands 
in general. By the late Handley Bathurst Sterndale. Edited 1 
and annotated by his brother, Author of "Seonee," "The Afghan 
Knife," &c. 2 vols., demy 8vo. 

1/ICTOR Hugo and his Times. Translated from the French 
V of A. Barbou by Ellen E. Frewer. 120 Illustrations, many of 

them from designs by Victor Hugo himself. Super-royal 8vo, cloth 

extra. 

Vincent (F) Norsk, Lapp, and Finn. By Frank Vincent, 

Jun., Author of " The Land of the White ¥te$ra&? VVT \>xxss^ 
and Through the Tropics," &c %no, &o>^^^^^^^^*^ 
Map, 1 2s. 



BOOKS BT JULES VEKNE. 



Litai Ooim 81 



■ Containing 360 to BOO pp. 



Containing the whole 1 



Twenty Thousand Leagues 

under the Sea. Fort L 

Ditto Part II. 

Hector Servadao . . . 

Tho Far Country . . . 

From the Earth to the 
Moon and a Trip round 



Miohool Strogaff, the 
Courier of the Guar . . 

Dick San da, the Boy 
Captain 

Five Weeks in a Balloon . 

Adventures of Throe En- 
glishmen and Three 



Around tha World in 
Eighty Daya .... 

A Floating City . . . . 

The Blockade Runners . 

Dr. Oi'b Experiment . . 

Master Zacharius . . . 

A Drama in the Air . ■ 

A Winter amid the lee . 

The Survivors of the 
" Chancellor " . . . . 

Martin Paz 

Tee MrsTEaioua Island, 

Vol. I. Dropped from tha 

Clouda 

Vol. II- Abandoned . . 
Vol. III. Sooretof Ihela- 

Tha Child of the Cavern . 
The Begnm'a Fortune . . 
The Tribnlatiooa of a 
Chinaman . . . . . 
TH«STE*«HoiiSK,2vola.:- 
VoLI.DemonofCawnporo 
Vol.II. Tigers and Traitora 
THBGi*NTRi?I,2volB.: — 

Vol. I. Eight Hundred 

Leagues on the Amazon. 

Vol. II. The Cryptogram 



} 10 6 
} 10 G 



I 7 



f 2 

L 2 
6 






'■ ill\ii« r-M-Mlm, lit. t,d. ; 



1/I-pflE-OJ 

(I) Tut Eipi,o..., u . 

ffl Tun Ghzat NlTIQVT 

On Tmw Gun Emoxi 



I edROB.Ua. etuiV.— 



2 toU., Is. each. 

2 vols., It. each. 

2 Tola., Is. oach. 

1». Od. 
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TJ/AITARUNA: A Story of New Zealand Life. By 
W Alexander Bathgate, Author of "Colonial Experiences." 
Crown 8vo, cloth, $s. 

Waller {Rev. C. H.) The Names on the Gates of Pearl, 
and. other Studies. -By the Rev. C. H. Waller, M.A. Second 
Edition. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 

- A Grammar and Analytical Vocabulary of the Words in 

the Greek Testament . Compiled from Briider's Concordance. For 
the use of Divinity Students and Greek Testament Classes. By the 
Rev. C. H. Waller, M.A. Part I. The Grammar. Small post 8vo, 
cloth, 2j. 6d. Part II. The Vocabulary, 2s. 6d. 

Adoption and the Covenant. Some Thoughts on 



Confirmation. Super-royal i6mo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d. 

See also " Silver Sockets." 



Wanderings South by East : a Descriptive Record of Four Years 

of Travel in the less known Countries and Islands of the Southern 
and Eastern Hemispheres. By Walter Coote. 8vo, with very 
numerous Illustrations and a Map, 21s. 

Warner (C. D.) My Summer in a Garden. Rose Library! if. 

Back4og Studies. Boards, is. 6d. ; cloth, 2s . 

In the Wilderness. Rose Library, is. 

Mummies and Moslems. 8vo, cloth, 12s. 

Weaving. See " History and Principles." 

Where to Find Ferns. By F. G. Heath, Author of " The 

Fern World," &c; with a Special Chapter on the Ferns round 
London ; Lists of Fern Stations, and Descriptions of Ferns and Fern 
Habitats throughout the British Isles. Crown 8vo, cloth, price 3s. 

White (Rhoda E.) From Infancy to Womanhood. A Book of 

Instruction for Young Mothers. Crown 8vo, cloth, ioj. 6d. 

Whittier {J. G.) The King's Missive, and later Poems. i8mo, 
choice parchment cover, £r. 6d. This book contains all the Poems 
written by Mr. Whittier since the publication of " Hazel Blossoms." 



The Whittier Birthday Book. Extracts from the 

Author's writings, with Portrait and numerous Illustrations. Uniform 
with the " Emerson Birthday Book." Square i6mq, very choice 
binding, $r. 6V. ' ■* ' "" 
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Wills, A Few Hints on Proving, without Professional Assistance. 
By a Probate Court Official. 5th Edition, revised with Forms 
of Wills, Residuary Accounts, &c Fcap. 8vo, cloth limp, is. 

With Axe and Rifle on the Western Prairies. By W. H. G. 
Kingston. With numerous Illustrations, square crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, gilt edges, is. 6d. $ plainer binding, 5*. 

Woolsey (C. D., LL.D.) Introduction to the Study of Inter- 
national Law ; designed as an Aid in Teaching and in Historical 
Studies. 5th Edition, demy 8vo, i&r. 

Words of Wellington; Maxims and Opinions, Sentences and 
Reflections of the Great Duke, gathered from his Despatches, Letters, 
and Speeches (Bayard Series). 2s. 6d. 

Wreck of the Grosvenor, By W. Clark Russell, Author of 
" John Holdsworth, Chief Mate/' " A Sailor's Sweetheart," &c. dr. 
Third and Cheaper Edition. 

Wright (the late Rev. Henry) Sermons. Crown 8vo, with 
Biographical Preface, Portrait, &c [In ike press. 
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